




y".:. 



to^''- 



,=^ 



/ 



- J 




•iE IS 



T HERE ! HE IS RISEN I 



4 ^^>^,^'' 




THE WAR CRY 



April n. 1925 



April II, 1925 



THE WAR CRY 

Official Organ of The Salvation Army in 
Canada West and Alaska 

Founder William Bootli 

GeneraJ Bramwei! Booth 

Territorial Commander, 

Lieut.-Conunissioner Chas. Rich, 

317-319 Carlton, Street, 

Winnipeg, Manitoba. 

All Editorial communications should be addressed 
to The Editor. 

SUBSCRIPTION RATES: A copy of. The War 
Cry (including the Special Easter and Christmu issues) 
will be mailed to any address in Canada for twelve 
months for the sum of $2.50 prepaid. Address The 
Trade Secretary, 317-319 Carlton Street, Winnipeg. 

We will search for missing persons in any part of 
the world, befriend, and, as far as possible, assist any- 
one in difficulty. Address; ENQUIRY DEPART- 
ME^f^. 317-319 Carlton St., Winnipeg, Manitoba, 
marking "Enquiry" on envelope. 

One dollar should be sent with every case, where 
possible, to help defray expenses In case of repro- 
duction of photograph, three dollars ($3.00) extra. 



,/ 



The Resurrection of Christ 

"The Lord is risen!" "He is indeed." With 
these words the Christians of the ancient church saluted 
each other at the dawn of the Blaster morning. And 
BO today we sing: 

"Christ, the Lord, is risen again, 

' Free from all His woe and pain; 

Let us all rejoice in this: 

Christ our trust and comfort is. 

Hallelujah J" 

The Scripture speaks of the risins from the dead as 

being Jesus' own act For He laid down His life, that 

He might take it again — this commandment He had 

received from His Father CJohn 10:17. 18). If He is the 

Prince of Life. He is bound to prove Himself such by 

His victory over death. If the raising of Jesus by the 

Father is the security for our pardon, the rising of Jesus 

is the proof of our redemption. Jesus vw-ould not be 

to us the beginning of Gfxl's new world of men, which is 

intended to be free from and victorious over death. 

if He were not the risen Lord. All our assurance, 

therefore, rests upon His rising. If Christ be not risen. 

our faith is vain; we are j-et in our sins. "Then they 

also which have fallen asleep in Christ have perished;" 

for tfieir hope and ours would be alike a dream, "But 

now is Christ risen." 

Therefore the rising of Jesus Christ is the founda- 
tion of the Christian Church. The wonderful struc- 
ture of the Church of Christ on earth is erected upon 
His empty tomb. Of that church it is said that the 
gates of hell — that is. the pou-ers of death — shall not 
prevail ngflin^t it; death and corruption are banished 
from its portaJs. Death has no longer any puwer over 
the church. 

Nor shall death have any p»ov*"Cr even over us. 
True, we die. But in the po^«-er of His resurrection 
WiT are bom again to a lively hope. Now. it Is our 
souls that must be bom again; then, our bodies will be 
bom again. As the tomb of Jesus is empt>-. so shall 
our tombs likewise one day be cmpt\" and we shall 
come forth from them to the resurrection of life. To be 
sure, we must pass through the process of corrupdon; 
for our sinful body must turn to dust. But from this 
earthly death it shall grow verdant, and bloom again, 
with an ever-vemal garment, into an imperishable 
and unfading life upon the new earth Jesus, the 
risen and the glorified, is the beginning of that new 
world of God for which we are waiting. 




like ^s Christ was 
raised up from ihe 
dead by ihe^lwy of 
the Fatner, even so 
we also should walk 
in -f^.ewness of lire." 




THE weary Sabbath is past. The solemn cere^ 
momal of the high day is all completed. The 
thousand paschal lambs have been slain and con- 
sumed, and the multitude which throngs Jerusalem 
awakes on the first day of the week to the conscious- 
ness that the Dew year is begun. 

The high-priest is early awake to exult that the 
blasphemer ts dead, that the body of the man who has 
impiously declared himself to be the Christ, b lying 
in the txirrowcd tomb over which is cast the shadow 
of the cross on which he has suffered the penalty of 
his blasphemy. 

PremAture Rejoicing 

Tlie chief priests, his companions, arouse them* 
selves to rejoice that they have conquered the Galilean, 
that his sepulchre is sealed, th?<t th* veteran. Roman 
guards its porta], and that there is no fear lest his 
low-bom followers shall steal the blood-stained corpse 
of the deceiver^ and perpetuate the l>elief in his divinity 
which he had sought to impose upon a credulous people. 

But others besides his enemies are awake in this 
gray dawn of the Easter monriiig. Sorrow has stolen 
sleep from the eyes which for so long have found their 
light in Him; and the loving handmaidens of Galilee, 
who have ever delighted to minister unto Him. are 
early awake to remember their desolation, to feel the 
aching void which the dreadful doing on Calvary has 
made in their hearts and lives. But they awake to 



At Eastertide 

^y S- Jean Walker» Edmonton 
A soft CDice lo my soul breathed low 
Like uihisper through the sunlights glow. 
A blended note of hope and praise. 
With cadence aweei from Nature's ways. 
The springing flowers, on thrones of green. 
Heard it lil^e Breath qf looe serene. 
The teeming trees, the pulsing sod 
Thrilled with Joy at the ooice of God. 

I heard Thy ooice. Oh. Lord Dioine 
Through all this throbbing learld of Thine. 
It told Thy raci^-hewn grave was rent, 
IVhen by Thy power death's away was spent. 
It told of wondrous loce and free, 
A lioing Lord now o^ered me. 
My heart, sore tried by care and sin^ 
Listened, and let my Lord come in. 

And now Thy noice so strong and clear 
Casts douU aside and quells all fear; 
As Nature waf^ to life anew 
From sin's darii tomb my soul uuiJ^es too. 
Risen with Thee — my Lord Divine — 
\fafie in my soul a fitting shrine 
For Thee to dwell — there to abide — 
A lioing. endless Eastertide. 



remember, too. the work of sorrowing affection which 
still remains to be done, — the anointing of the sacred 
body which was buried in such haste. 

True, that hope is dead with Him; for He who 
declared that He came to be King has been numbered 
with the transgressors, has been reviled and spat upon. 
The crox^Ti of His royalty has been only a wreath of 
mocking thorns; the throne of His elevation, the 
accursed tree. But, though hope be dead, love is 
alive and is powerful, and will hasten to perform its 
last office for the best beloved. 

Though the hands now folded so pcacef^ully In the 
never-ending sleep shall never grasp the scepter of 
David's dominion, yet were they never stretched forth 
save to benefit and bless; though the pierced feet, now 
cold in death, shall never stand on the throne of the 



great son of Jesse, yet did they ever run to bring health 
and happiness to the diseased and the miserable 
Though He were not the Christ thev had fondly hoped. 
3%t was He their truest, best friend, and His sepulchre 
shall not lack the offices of love. 

Therefore came Mary Magdalene and the other 
Mary to see the sepulchre, just as it began to dawn 
toward the first day of the week. It was still dark 
when they set out. and their hearts were as sad and as 

f;1oomy as the shadows of the night that were still 
ingering around them; for who was to roll away for 
them the great stone they had seen but two nights 
before so closely fitted in its appointed place? "While 
they are thus musing, and as yet. as it would seem, at 
some distance frsm the sepulchre, lol the ground 
around them quakes under their feet; the angel of the 
Lords descends from heavEn, the hsitbes v^tchsrs ^i** 
the tomb fall prostrate with fear as the glory of that 
celestial appearance ftmitea upon their eyes; the great 
atone is rolled away from the already empty sepulchre, 
men may now perceive what angcla know* The Lord 
is risen" (EUicott). 

Speaks of Cr%:sl Robbery 

But to the mourning women there is no joy in the 
sight of the open door; for it speaks not to their carnal 
minds of life and immortality brought to light, but 
rather of cruel robbery and wrong done to the sacred 
form of Him they had loved. Tlie Tcroova] of the 
difficulty, in the contemplation of which they have 
been despairingly ab«>rfacd, brings no lightening of 
the weight upon their spirits; for they who have re- 
moved the stone and slain the guard, who lie as dead 
men about the entrance, — they have taken away their 
Lord, and they shall search in vain for the place where 
they have laid Him. Then comes the music of the 
heaveU'^^t voice: "Fear not ye, for 1 know that ye 
seek Jesus which was crucified. He is not here, for 
He is risen, as He said." 

And now the darkness is past, for the true light 
shineth. They came, with eyes looking down into 
the narrow grave to find there the mangled members 
of their Master, dear even in the decay they would 
prevent; and in their stead they are given to hear of, 
and ere long to see the body of glory in which that 
Master has come forth from the grave. They came 
seeking the dead Jesus, and they find the living Christ. 
Tliey came with hearts full of fear, and only fear, and 
they are greeted with the soul -strengthening salutation, 
"Fear not." 

And so speaks the Easter Day, an angel of the Lord 
to all the sorrowing sons of men: "Fear not." U it 
not welcome? Ail our lifetime we have been in bond- 
age through fear of death; and the shadow of that 
valley through which we must pass obscured the sun- 
shine of the gUddest, merriest day. In the musical 
prattle of our little ones we must ever and anon detect 
the harsh discordant note which tells of separation: 
in the t>eauty which delights us we cannot but mark 
the sign of the decay which shall at last destroy the 
fair fabric. On everything about us is the hand 
pointing in mournful silence to the path which winds 
through the grave and gate of death into the dark 
abyss where its ending wems to be. And we are 
afraid I Thanks be to God for the voice of the Easter 
Day, crying unto us: "Fear notl" 

We May Rise Also 

But the trembling heart makes answer: "Why 
shall 1 not fear?" "Because." says the Easter angel, 
"I know that ye seek Jesus, which was crucified. And 
He is risen as He satd; and He has promised that they 
who seek Him shall find Him» and shall be with Him 
where He is." Because Christ is risen, they that 
honestly seek Him shall arise unto Him, and be with 
Him. 

The hope, the only hope, of mankind, shines 
through the open door of that sepulchre close by 
Jerusalem. If Christ be not risen, our faith is vain. 
we are yet in our sins. The fact of the resurrection of 
Jesus is the gospel. 



A resurredion which every reader of the "lyar Cry" may 

experience Hact t,ou orivn from the tomb of sm to 

neurrteAs of life tn Christ Jetus"^ 



The Evidence of the Empty Tomb 

"Why seek ye the living among the dead"^ He is rtot 
here, but is risen." — Luke xxiv, 5. 6, 

A missionary^ having preached in a village in North 
India, was accosted by a Mohammedan gentleman, 
who com[>ared Christianity unfavorably with his own 
religion on the ground that when Moslems go to Mecca 
they find at least a coffin, but when they go to Jeru- 
salem, the Christians' Mecca, they find nothing hut 
an empty grave "Yes," said the missionary quickly. 
' that IS just the difference Mohammed is dead. Mo- 
hammed 13 m his coffin The founders of al] these 
false s> stems of religion and philosophy are in their 
graves But Jesus Christ, who is to rule over all. is 



not in the tomb. Death could not hold Him. 
risen." 



Hei 



The Lord is risen indeed. 
He is here for your love, for your need. 
Not in the grave, nor in the sky. 
But here, where men live and die; 
And true the word that vras said: 
"Why seek ye the living amtrng the dead?" 
Richard WatKHi Gilder. 

Follow the Lord wholly, and goodness and mercy 
will follow ^'ou. 
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DEATH, the destroyei 
divider of friends, had 
the sanctity of that i 
Bethany, and had taken I 
loved brother of Mary and I 
These three, Mary, Mar 
were the friends of Jesus, 
a sanctuary for Him, a little 
where He came to find a 
hatred of His enemies, s; 
sorrow, and rest for His bur 

It was here that He sp 
nights before His trial 
Daily from here He went 
Never sleeping in the city, 
of those busy crowded da; 
way out to Bethany. 

It was into this sacred 
entered, ravaging the hear 
with a sorrow that could 
a sorrow that seems to hav« 
because of the thought expr( 
of Martha, "Lord if Thou 
my brother had not died. 

The faith of Martha wai 
she was struggling to find 
her feet again. Martha w: 
sisterhood of practical min 
standing in the presence o 
teries of sickness, sorrow ai 
foundation of their faith 
they cannot understand v 
should be. Her heart crie 
had'st been here — " If G( 
if one could only be sure 
that, "all things work to- 
gether for good" — could 
really know and believe in 
the over-ruling providence 
of God. 

It was to this woman 
whose practical mind was 
a fruitful source of doubt, 
especially of those things, 
the reasonablenessof which 
she could not understand, 
that Jesus made His great 
and glorious pronounce- 
ment on the Resurrection 
and made it to her alone. 
"Now Jesus was not yet 
come into the town, but 
was in that place where 
Martha met Him." 

So this message, which 
was the answer to the age 
long cry of humanity. "If 
a man die shall he live 
again?" was spoken to one 
grief stricken heart mourn- 
ing the loss of her bcother. 

One would have 
thought that it would 
have been thundered from 
in letters of fite upon the 
so that all the world migl 
:. at least that the sacred tel 
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iEATH, the destroyer of hope, the 
divider of friends, had broken in upon 
the sanctity of that cottage home at 
Bethany, and had taken Lazarus, the be- 
loved brother of Mary and Martha. 

These three, Mary, Martha and Lazarus, 
were the friends of Jesus. Their home was 
a sanctuary for Him, a little "City of refuge" 
where He came to find a respite from the 
hatred of His enemies, sympathy in His 
sorrow, and rest for His burdened heart. 

It was here that He spent the last few 
nights before His trial and crucifixion. 
Daily from here He went up to Jerusalem. 
Never sleeping in the city, but each evening 
of those busy crowded days He made His 
way out to Bethany. 

It was into this sacred home that death 
entered, ravaging the hearts of the sisters 
with a sorrow that could not be assuaged; 
a sorrow that seems to have been more acute 
because of the thought expressed in the words 
of Martha, "Lord if Thou had'st been here, 
my brother had not died." 

The faith of Martha was sorely tried and 
she was struggling to find some ground for 
her feet again. Martha was one of a great 
sisterhood of practical minded women who, 
standing in the presence of the great mys- 
teries of sickness, sorrow and death, feel the 
foundation of their faith shahcii, because 
they cannot understand why these things 
should be. Her heart cried out, "If Thou 
had'st been here — " If God really cared — 
if one could only be sure 
that, "all things work to- 
gether for good" — could 

really know and believe in ^- ""^ 

the over-ruling providence ^^ 

of God, /■''^ 

It was to this woman / 

whose practical mind was / 

a fruitful source of doubt, / 

especially of those things, 
the reasonablenessof which 
she could not understand, 
that Jesus made His great 
and glorious pronounce- 
ment on the Resurrection 
and made it to her alone. 
"Now Jesus was not yet 
come into the town, but 
was in that place where 
Martha met Him." 

So this message, which 
was the answer to the age 
long cry of humanity. "If 
a man die shall he live 
again?" was spoken to one 

grief stricken heart mourn- i., 

ing the loss of her brother. 

One would have 
thought that it would 
have been thundered from Sinai, or flashed 
in letters of fire upon the blue of the sky 
so that all the world might hear or see, or 
at least that the sacred temple in the midst 



BY LIEUT.-COMMISSIONER RICH 
of the City of the Seven Hills would have 
been chosen as the place of the great an- 
nouncement. But it was made to one grief 
stricken woman! 




LIEUT.-COMMISSIONER RICH 

No message that humanity has ever 
heard was greater in importance than this. 
God never spake a greater message than this. 
It was the biggest thing He had to say to the 



Jesus In the Home of Mary and Martha 

heart of the world. Human language was 
never employed to make known a greater 
message than this. It was here employed 
in the stateliest, the grandest, the most 



majestic way that language could be em- 
ployed. 

"I am the resurrection and the life; 

He that believeth in Me, 

Though he v/ere dead. 

Yet shall he live. 

And whosoever liveth and 

Believeth in Me, shall never die, 

Believest thou this?" 

This message so tremendous in its im- 
portance was made to one woman alone. 
But to Jesus that day Martha stood as 
typical of all humanity, battered and beaten 
and almost hopeless in the presence of the 
mystery of life and death, the mystery of 
pain, the mystery of bereavement, the mys- 
tery of widowhood, the mystery of fatherless 
and motherless children, the mystery of 
the bereft husband, the dark mystery of the 
grave. 

That day to Martha and to all humanity 
He gave the key which solved all the mys- 
teries of Life and Death, He gave the 
answer to all the riddles of life, gave into 
her hands the branch of the tree, which would 
turn all the Marahs of life's bitterness to 
sweetness. 

"I am the Resurrection and the Life.] 
Because 1 live ye shall live also.' 

4 « 4 

"No longer must the mourners weep. 
Nor call departed Christians dead; 

For death is hallowed into 
sleep. 
And ev'ry grave be- 
■ - -_ comes a bed. 

^ ■>. Now once more 

Eden's door 
Open stands to mortal 

eyes; 
For Christ hath risen, and 
man shall rlsel 
Now at last. 
Old things past, 
Hope, and joy, and peace 

begin; 
For Christ hath won, and 
mar. shall win I 
It is not exile, rest on 
high; 
It is not sadness, peace 
from strife; 
To fall asleep is not to 
die: 
To dwell with Christ is 

better life. 
Where our banner leads 
'' us, 

' We may safely go. 

Where our Chief precedes 

Hofman „5_ 

We may face the foe. 
His right arm is o'er us, 

He our guide will be; 
Christ hath gone before us. 

Christians, follow ye!" 
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QITUATED near the wild Ngome range of moun- 
tninB, nnd rlwie to the 7nInlonrl horrler, is the hold. 
"^ outstanding mountain named Ngwelu. It dom- 
inates tbe countryside for many miles. From its 
"table" top, the views to be seen are so extensive and 
magnificent that the mountain has appropriately been 
renamed in English, Mountain View. Truly, it affords 
views which enthral the beholder. To the west, some 
forty miles distant, the great Hlobane Mountain stands 
out clearly on the ekyline. There the great struggle 
between the Zulu warriors and the small hand of white 
soldiers under Lieutenant Redvers BuHer (later. Sir 
Redvere) and the ill-fated Dirk Uya took place. Sir 
Redverfl won hie V.C. in this place of slaughter. To 
the south and east lies Zululand, the land of romance 
and adventure. Gazing due east, one geca the Mkusi 
River, stretching like a gigantic silver^' snake tiU lost 
to flight, while to the south-west lie Ngome. Ntaban- 
kuiu. and NhlazaUhe — ail mountain giants which 
grip the imagination by their grandeur. 

A wildk devil-posse s&ed soul 

On the rugged Ngwelu, the Tiger Man built his 
kraal on a small plateau, which lay at the base of the 
mighty masses of perpendicular clitt^s which crowned 
the mountain. From the outer edge of this plateau, 
the land falls away in wild and broken contour. It is 
covered with thorny mimosa trees and scrub bush. It 
etretches away down and yet down to the ribbon of a 
river which wriggles its way with many windings to 
the Mkusi River. The wild scene seems a fit setting 
to the untamed wild, devil-possessed soul, known 
throughout the district as the Tiger Man. Who is 
the Tiger Man? Well. I'll tell his story as I first heard 
it from the man whom God used to cast out the devils 
which possessed him. » 

About 1909 I sent Commandant Mbambo Matun- 
jwa (then an Enaign) to restart The Army missionary 
work which had been scattered during the Anglo-Bocr 
War. The place was situated quite near the Ngome 
Mountains. God blessed the labors of this Zulu 
apostle, and soon there was a flourishing work where 
there had been only barrenness. 

The story of a fearful murder of a womBn. followed 
by gruesome mutilation, brought about by the "smell- 
ing-out" of a wicked witch-doctor, was related to 
Mbambo. His soul was so stirred by the evidence of 
the terrible bandage to sorcery and the gross darkness 
of his beloved Zulu people that his heart was nearly 
broken. He could not sleep at night for thinking 
of his countrymen being so steeped in witchcraft. 
Eventually he left his wife in charge of his Corps while 
be went to the scene of the murder to endeavor to lea-d 
the murderers to God. The place is at Ngwelu. 
nearly twenty miles dbtant from this Corps. 

In a wonderful way, God honored his faith and his 
labors. Soon, many of the participators in the terrible 
tragedy became enlightened by the Light of Salvation. 
How proud our Zulu OfHcer waa of his Converts. And 
then, he heard of the Tiger Man. The people told 
him that there lived a man at the foot of the preci- 
pices who was periodically possessed by devils. When 
the evil spirits came upon him he was obsessed by the 
idea that he was a tigerl CTiger> in the Boer language, 
is the name given to the leopard.) The man, whose 
name !« Mtshali, when thus possessed* roared like a 
tiger. Every vestige of his skin clothing he tore from 
his body. With di^erent colored clays he daubed 
spots on his body to represent the leopard's akin. 
Then he crouched among the bushes like the wild 
animal he thought he was. He roared like a leopard 
at intervals. 

None dared go near his kraal 

The people, hearing the roaring, trembled and said, 
**The devils are in him again." None dared to go 
near his kraal, for well they knew that he would stone 
them with large stones. So, 2 detour, a long way 
round, was made by the people who had to pass his 
kraal. Sometimes strangers passed his place. With a 
sudden roar and hurtling stones upon them, the Tiger 
Man would throw himself upon them, mauling them, 
biting them, snarling at them, and glaring at them like 
the animal he conceived himself to be. Poor Mtshali I 
his was a sad case. 

Ensign Mbambo, when he heard the full particulars 
of the Tiger Man's condition, announced to his new 
Converts that he v/as going at once to visit him. 
Icunedtately they were seized with fears, and they 
implored him not to go. "The Tiger Man." they 
said, "will surely try to kill you." 

"He cannot kill me unless my Father allows it. 
1 must go. But you — away to the Prayer House 
(a wagon shed); get to your knees and pray for me 
that ] may win this soul from Satan's power." 

So the Converts obeyed their Officer, but with 
many doubts. What fears filled their anxious minds, 
for well they knew the Tiger Man. But the 'Mfundisi 
said, "Prayl" so to their knees they went and earnestly 
they prayed for his preservation. 

And the brave Ensign — fearlessly he plunged down 
the precipitous gorge which intersected those beetling 
crags (It was here where the Boers slithered down 



This inlaresiing story ahowa in a alriking 
manner what a splendid work " being accom- 
plish^ among the natices of Soulh Africa, by The 
Saloaiion Army. Much has been done by ordin- 
ary eoangelistic means to concert ihese splendid 
people; something like 207 Missionary Poafs 
being in operation. Last year a new Training 
Insiilute for Nalioe Officers was opened at Johan- 
nesburg, Notices concerted in Army Meetings in 
ike Johannesburg Mine Compounds and else" 
where haoe returned to their distant homes, carry- 
ing with them the good news of Saloaiion to their 
heathen friends. 




He daubed spots on his body to resemble the s^in of 
the leopard 

□ — P 

in the darkness with their horses after they had been 
shelled by the British troops from four sides of the 
mountain.) What were his feelings as he went to his 
mighty encounter with Satan> He told me after- 
wards that the Spirit plainly told him to go, and that 
the Spirit gave him courage of heartl Simple faith — 
mighty power I 

Arriving at the kraal, the Ejisign soon saw hb man. 
Big, brawny, and powerful — strong enough to over- 
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With a last roar the Tiger Man Jell at hll fed 



come him and kill him. he seemed. How he scowled i 
Surely, he was like the tiger in one respect — the glann; 
eyes containea mat tuiurioi 4 wiCKca ana siniater 
gleam. 

Now, let us see how a Zulu Salvation Army Officer 
does his work in a case like this. callLng for tact, wis. 
dom and courage. The Ensign courteously gave the 
Tiger Man "good-day" ("sakubona" in Zulu), to whitli 
no reply was made. Then he told the Tiger Man a bit 
of his family history, how his parent* had once lived 
in the neighborhood. They moved to Lower Zululand. 
with Prince Siteku. of the Royal Zulu house: they were 
witch doctors to him. Later, in the wars, Mbambo 
had fought for his king (Dinuzulu) and had been wound' 
ed. (He showed his wounds to the Tiger Man.) 

Then in the course of time there came to his disinct. 
at Amatikula River, strange men, who had white 
skins. (The Ensign referred to the pioneer party to 
the Zulu-, which was under my leadership.) These 
white men gathered the people under a large "mnqawe" 
tree, and they spoke to them of Cod and His Son Whose 
name is Jesus. They told us that He died for the sins ol 
white men and black men, and that He wished to save 
them from their sins and to make them good. At the 
close, the leader said — "if any of you wish to serve ttwa 
God Who loved you so much that He gave His Son to 
die for you, raise your right hand." 

"O, Mtshalil there was a fire in my heart. I 
gladly raised my hand, for I felt that I wanted this 
Jesus to be my fWaster for ever. So on that day I 
asked God to save me and make me a Christian. I am 
sure that what He did for me then. He con and will 
do for you today." 

Glared Steadily at the Ensign 

All this time the Tiger Man had not spoken a word. 
He glared steadily at the Ensign; at times his hards 
twitched, but his attention to the story waa unbroken 
When the story was finished, at last he spoke. These 
were his words. 

"This is a good thing for my wife. Wife! go with 
this man, and do whatever he tells you. I haveapokeni" 

Then he turned away. The poor trembling woman 
accompanied the Ensign. Together they scaled the 
precipitous gorge. Eventually they came to the 
Praying House, where they found the Converts pray- 
ing for the safety of their "Mfundisi. How glad they 
were to see him alive. 

The Ensign now conducted a Meeting. At the 
close of it the Tiger Man's wife came to the penitent- 
form, and there she earnestly sought and found Salva- 
tion. What were her first words after this great 
event? 

"I have found forgiveness and light, but what 
about my poor wild husband?" 

The Ensign said, "Fear not, mammy: I am yoing 
home with you. and God will save your husband.' 

■Together they scrambled down the gorge and they 
came to the Tiger Man's kraal. This time, the Ensisn 
made a bold frontal attack on him. He showed the 
man that he had allowed his passions to make himan 
easy victim to the Devil, who had all but ruined him. 
His case was nearly hopeless, but not quite so. God 
had sent him to lead him into the light. Would he 
yield? 

What a struggle ensued I The Tiger Man was wild 
and furious now; anon, he was attentive and more 
docile. The battle raged around this tempest-tossed 
soul Behold. Mbambo is on his knees crying to Cod 
to release this soul in bondage. 

What a picture I On these historic grounds, where 
for ages battles had been fought by "impia" (armies) 
of conflicting natives, there wag fought one of the most 
desperate and interesting battles. 'This was a challenge 
from Spirit to spirit. It waa Armageddon in an indi- 
vidual heart. The devils held tightly to the poor 
Tiger Man. But the praying Mbambo faltered not, 
in faith nor in voice. 

Falls at feet of the Devil Defeater 

So. with a last roar, th'. Tiger Man falls at the feet 
of the Devil Defeater. And He Who cured "Legion" 
on the slopes of Cadara, also cured the Tiger Man on 
the slopes of Ngwelu Mountain. He was saved; he 
was delivered. 

The Tiger Man, like every other follower of Christ, 
has had his "ups and downs." but he has been saved 
from "ins and out." No more has he been possessed 
by devils. Oh. nol He is now "sitting at the feet or 
Jesus, clothed, and in his right mind," and he is now 
"a wonder unto many." 

Today, the Tiger Man has developed into a good 
Salvationist. He is a prominent Local Officer of the 
William Booth Settlement, at Mountain View Farm. 
on which is Ngwelu Mountain. His wife no more 
goes about in fear of a devil-possessed husband. On 
Sundays and other Meeting days they say to one 
another, "Let us go into the House of the L^rd 
So, their happy days are full of service to God and The 
Army. 

Is this not a rcaurreetion? Surely eo, for ho w.is 
dead and be is now alive — alive for evermore. 

Easter is still with usi 
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A General View of the Winnipeg Police Court, concerning which this Article contains some Interesting Facts 



•T^HOUSANDS of people pass by the judicial irjsti- 
I tutiona of our great cities with scarce a passing 
thought aa to what ia going on within. Most 
folks, indeed, are apt to give the interior of a police 
court a wide berth and only a comparative curious few, 
beside those whoae duties of necessity take them there, 
attend the sessions which daily are held. 

Here ia the place where life's tragedies are brought 
to tight and the secreta of the underworld are revealed. 
Here drift pieces of human wreckage aa into a tem- 
porary harbour before swishing once more out on to 
the sea of humanity. Here hardened criminals are 
brought to book and justice is meted out with a firm 
hand. Here first offenders are ahown that justice may 
be tempered with mercy. 

A police courtt however, is not, as is popularly 
imagined, the place where a recital of crime and 
tragedy gushes forth in one endless stream. Neither 
do the officials wear a mask of cold austerity of manner 
and sphinx-like immobility of feature. There are 
times when humor rises uppeimost and smiles, if not 
laughter, take the place of judicial sobriety. It must 
be said, however, that at a poHr.> oiurt tears are more 
in evidence than smiles and surrow than laughter, 
tragedy than coniedy. 

The Army's Police Court Officer 

The Winnipeg Police Court, at which the "War 
Cry" representative apent a couple of hours, is typical 
of all such institutions, and it was here that he grained a 
glimpse of the work of The Salvation Army Police 
Court Officer, to wit, Major Allen. 

"Come onl" cried the Major, diving out of the door- 
way of hia office, in which a moment ago he had been 
settling half a dozen matters pertaining to hie many- 
sided work, "we'll be just in time for the morning 
Session." The "War Cry" man acquiesced readily 
enough, and following on the heels of the hurrying 
Major soon found himself before the portals of the 
judicial chamber which ia attached to the Police 
Station. 

It did not take long for the visitor to diacover that 
the Major is a well-known man around the Court. 
Kvcry constable or official he had a word and a smile 
for, and it waa to be seen by their attitude that The 
Army Police Court Officer is held in high esteem. 
And why not?. To the administrators of justice The 
Army Officer is a valuable ally, who provides the solu- 
tion for the disposal of many a difficult case. 

The officials have taken their respective places, 
the witnesses their aeata, when the magistrate enters 
the bench. A constable calls ihe court to order, and 
all stand in respectful silence for a moment before 
resuming: their places. The court then proceeds. 

On the magistrate's right is the priaoner'a box. on 
his left the witnecta-box. ■ Before him are the recording 
ofHcere' deeka and also the counsels for proaecution 
and defence. Several rowa of seats occupy the rear of 
the court'room, and the^ are .for visitors. Over the 



Judicial bench^ in relief to the severity of the sur' 
roundings. are draped the Union Jack and the Cana" 
dian flag — emblems of truth and iustice. Two oil- 
paintings of dignitaries of bygone days complete the 
scene. 

A clerk reads the first case to be tried and the 
prisoner — a well dressed woman — is brought in. She is 
charged with theft of goods at a departrnental store. 
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A Magistrate's Appreciation of 
the Salvation Army 

Sir Hii^h MacDonald. in response io a rcqaetl 

from the EJilor, explains why Ac is so slrangiy 

in favor of ihe Army. 

I gladj^ send ^ou a few lines cf appreciation of the work 
" ' * ' y, and more par- 

iticnda the aittmg 
. Court regularly. 

With regard to the latter I may ta.y that were it not for 
him I fthould find it impoBBiblc to discharge the duties 
attached to the office of Police Magi&trate properly, with- 
out harrowing my feelinga to an extent that 1 could not 
stand, for very often when a cage come* before mc with 
which 1 find it difficult to deal, without either BDCrificLnB 
the cnter«9t« of the prisoner or the public, your Officer 
BtepB forward and olfere his oervicco in o. way that bridges 
the difficulty in a most aaliafactory manner. For instance: 
take any oF the numerous cases of vagrancy in which the 
accused is in no way a criminal, but simply an unfortunate 
" 3 IB too ionri of strong (icuor when he can 
:ry particular as to th^ kind of liquor he 
consumes. Atter working f<?T months in the mines or in 
the bush, he comco into town with his pockets filled with 
the wages Ke has earned by the DWeot of his brow, and at 
onc« procceda to spend them on what he erro^cosuly calln 
"having a good time." He has either apent all Ki&_ money 
in this way. or as io frequently the case, has been relieved oi 
it by some unacrupvlouo companion who was sol>er while 
he was drunk, and who. then having come to the end of hia 
rcBOurces. wandero about or npendn his time hanging 
around paol-rooma, and makes himself a general nuisance. 

It in impossible Cor mc to allow a man such as this to 
continue to worry the public, but at the name lime I feel I 
would do no good by sending him to gaol, ond y«t_I Kavc 
to adopt one or other of these two courses, and it ia then, 
when I find myself Isctween one or other of the horns of a 
dilemma, that your Officer comcB to my aid and olfcrs lo 
late the bccuaed in and to look after him for a few dnyR to 
sober him and, if poesible, secure him einployincnt. ot if 
Kc cannot do that here, to ship him to some other plau: 
where he can obtain work and where he will be free from 
the bad companions with whom he has been asnociatins 
in town. 

In numerous other cases, where on account oF the youth 
of the accused, or on account of its being his fiiBt oHence, 
I am inclined to let him go on suspended sentence, 1 am 
frequently afraid to do so lest he should simply fall back 
into his oW ways and the last state of that man would be 
worse than the first. Here again, the Salvation Army fre- 
quently cameo to mv assistance and offers to take ctinrge 
of the prisoner and keep an eye on him until he finds his 
feet and has got fnirly started on a new course of life. 
There are numerous other casco that [ could mention, but 
I think I have said enough Co explain why I am so strongly 
in favor of The Army, and why t aebnowledgc as I do. the 
great and good work »l has done and in doing. 



She pleads guilty and the case is disposed of with a fine. ' 

Case number two is read out by the clerk and' a 
bright-eyed, but pale-featured ' young man, hair alt 
tousled from his restless night in a cell, enters the box. 
He is a vagrant and is charged With sleeping in a box' 
car, trespassing on railroad property being his specific 
crime. He is a problem and his case is remanded. 
Often such as he are handed over to The AttWV''' 

Apathetic to Surroundings '' ^^ 

A bootlegger next occupies the prisoners* box. Ho> 
is of foreign nationality and has to speak through .lOn: 
interpreter. His evident apathy to his surroundlinfiGli 
shows that he is not entirely unfamiliar wjt^i the 
interior of a police court, and his listlessness is not ap- 
parently staggered by the announcement of a heavy 
fine — the heaviest that the law can impose. He steps, 
out through the folding doors of the court with the air 
of a man who has just transacted a very ordinary piece 
of business. 

An interesting case is the fifth one down the list. 
It involves a Chinaman, a smartly dressed young man, 
a lady friend and a string of witnesses. A long, ugly- 
looking knife produced by a constable furnishes an 
awesome piece of evidence. 

The story is' told. Briefly this: a supper in a 
restaurant ordered for two. The Chinese waiter is 
told by the young man to change the order and an 
altercation takes place between the would-be diner and 
the waiter. Plates and dishes begin to fly and a knife 
is introduced by the Chinaman which inflicts a wound 
on the indignant customer. A policeman is called in 
and thus the police court is the sequel to the incident. 

This case revealed to the "War Cry" visitor the in-" 
finite pains to which the court goes in order to secure 
the true facta, and so arrive at a just conclusion. The 
principals in the case and the witnesses were examined 
and cross-examined in a very thorough manner by the 
counsels for pirosecution and defense, and this occupied 
considerable space of time. Finally the case wa? re- 
manded, the accused taking advantage of his pre- 
rogative by electing to have a jury trial. 

When the next case was brought on The Salva- 
tion Army OfTicer, at oncQ on the alert, leaned forward 
with interest. It waa a particularly sad one in which 
the accused, a woman with young children, was charged 
with stealing garments from a departmental store. 
She had no defence to make, her circumstances were 
precarious and she had no friends. Who would be 
her friend? 

The Magistrate, kindly disposed towards such sad 
cases, thumbed the pages oi a volume which lay before 
him. What should he do? He was reluctant to send 
such a caoe to the cella, and yet with a lack of helpful 
influence the woman would only fall back again into 
temptation's ways. 

From his scat The Arrhy OiTicer rises to his feet 
and the Magistrate glances in his direction, He io 

{Conlinucd on page 6) 
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A GREAT deal of interest weis aroused throughout 
The Army world Inst year by the publication of 
the life of Commissioner Lawley. That "apostle 
of the penitent-form," as the General beautifully 
calls him. was known and loved all over The Army 
world, aa well aa in parts of the world where The 
Army has never been established, but where people 
are to be found who at some time came under Com- 
missioner Lawtey'a influence. 

The following extracts from one of the most moving 
chapters. "In the Steps of hie Master," records events 
aseociatul with thoughts of Eastertide. 

In the year 1905 The Army Founder paid a visit 
to the Holy Land, and of c:our5e Lawley was with him 
throughout. In order to make arrangements for 
Meetings and other engagements it was necessary for 
the Founder's armor-bearer to go in advance, slid in 

to Calvary and Bethlehem. From hia diary are taken 
the following records: 

"Up and away soon after 6 a.m. The foot of 
Calvary. Ventured to climb its summit. Feelings 
inde^ribable. Hallowed hill. It was here that my 
pardon was bought; my Salvation was sealed; chc 
gates of the Skies were opened, and my debt to the 
qttennost was paid^ 1 stood and sang: 

The Sod of God was left alone to die. 

Twa* all for me. 
The thunder rolled, and darkened was the sky, 

Twao all for me. 
The rocks were rent» the veil asunder riven. 
When Jesus died He op'ed the Gates of 
Heaven. 
"I also soDg: 

I'll follow Thee, of life the Giver; 
I'll follow Thee, mitfering Redeem'ir: 
I'll follow TTiee, deny Thee never; 
By Thy grace, I'll follow Thee." 
At the sight of Bethlehem he was much moved, and. 
as at Calvary, it was his joy to sing his praises to God 
in songs of hia own composition: 

Tlie King of kings was in a stable bom. 

Twas all for me. 
He left His Heaven to face a world of acom. 

Twos all for me. 
They had no place to lay Hia Infant Head: 
A manger bare waa Jesus' cradle bed. 
At Jaffa, the Founder made a difficult landing 
owing to rough weather. When he set foot on the 
sacred soil "perfect silence reigned as the General 
bared hia head and prayed that his visit to Palestine 
might result in world-wide blessing." 

"The journey to Jerusalem." Commissioner Lawley 
tells us. "was very interesting. The plain of Sharon 
was covered wiiJi green pututc, lovely flowers, olive 
trees, and Eastern shepherds with their sheep. I 
never understood as 1 do now the meaning of the 



words of Jesus when He said, 'My sheep hear My 
voice, and follow Me.' 

"Tliis was made clear before our eyes, for the sheer 
were literally following the shepherd, and at his call 
they answered to their names; the little Iambs the 
shepherd carried in his arms. 

"When the General reached the Hill of Judea — 
where the Israelites assemble to fight the Philistines 




On the Mount of Sacrifice 

Tfts Founder and Commiaaioner Laioley at ifie'summil 

of Caioary. 

—-his eyes danced with interest. The brook from 
which David chose the stones was pointed out to ue. 
and, in imagination, we saw it all. God's handful. 
Hell's multitude; God's little champion. Hell's mighty 
gianti The challenge; David steps out and accepts 
it; watciicj him filing the stone: hit Goliath; level 
him to the ground: run away with his head: while the 
armies of Israel shouted their praises to God. David's 



God is OUT God. and although the Goliatlis ol am 

may be mighty, and threaten us with destructjorr »«^ 

Jesus lives to bring us through. 

"Let us gathek stones of God's Word, use the dIihh 

of faith, in the name of Jesus, and we ahail wm naM 

gloriously." 

Lawley's description of the Founder's visit and tbe 

places of sacred memory around Jerusalem is very 

interesting. 

Here are a few extracts: 

"On the Monday, the General and his party weit 

astir early. As the carriage climbs up the Mount o| 

Olives, the mountains that skirt the Dead Sea are seen 

in the distance. At their base we can easily see th« 

Dead Sea itself, and about nine miles this aide the 

River Jordan. 

"The Mount of Olives is reached, and the General 

oiuiida upon, or at any rate near, the spoi; from whicii 
Jesus ascended to Hia Father, What a going up 

that was! Jesus without wing^ or chariot ascendod, 
up and up, until a cloud received Him out of thei) 
sight. 

"It was on thb spot that Jesus wept over Jeru^ 
satem. ^^om where He stood, He could command a 
view of the whole city; ©ee its crowds; hear its people; 
watch its sins; contemplate its doom; hence the bittet 
cry. 'O Jerusalem. Jerusalem .... how gften 
would 1 have gathered thee I' 

"As the General stood there, his eyes seemed to 
look far beyond the Walls of that ruined city; He 
scanned the world, saw the ruin that had come on it, 
and prayed God to help him to lead His Army fonwj 
to the rescue and Salvation of all. 

"The Garden of Gethsemanc was next viaited. 
The Tree of Agony, under which Jesus is said to havs 
knelt and uttered that bitter cry. 'Father, if it be 
possible, let this cup pass from Me; nevertheless, not 
My will, but Thine be done.' was pointed out to the 
General. He knelt down beneath its boughs, and 
cried aloud to God, asking that grace might Tie given 
to him. to us. and to all who named the name of Jeaug, 
to drink that cup that might pass to our lot. and at all 
times to say in faith. *Thy wiJI be done," 

"The place called Calvary came next. Solemnly 
and slowly, the General climbed to the summit, bared 
his head, and with a voice that told of his deepest 
emotions, he said^ 'Blessed, blessed Master, Thou 
didst die for me, lor us, for all.* Aloud we repeated 
together: 

"Were the whole realm of Nature mine. 

That were a present far too small; 
Love BO amazing, so divine. 

Shall have my soul, ray life, my all." 



r, .CoMMissiONBR JoMM Lavlgt. Bv MtB. CoIoncl Carpenter. 
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Police Court Work in Winnipeg 

(Continued from page 5) 

relieved, for be knows that The Army will be a good 
friend to the poor woman. 

Alter a pause the counsel for defence ask» that the 
case be handed over to The Army's Industrial Home, 
and to this proposal the magistrate agrees gladly. It 
is not the £rst time that The Army has come to his aid. 
and he knows that if anything at all can be done with 
the broken fragments of humanity which daily appear 
at the court, it is The Army which can do it. 

It must not be thought, however, that the part 
played by the Police Court OfHcer is ended with the 
disposal of the case by the magistrate. Freauently 
certain stipulations are made which it is the duty of 
the Police Court Officer to see carried out. At other 
times the handling over of cases to The Army involves 
a good deal of tactful skill on the part of the Officer 
whose duty it is to deal with them, aa in the following 
instance: 

Not long ago a very pathetic case came up before 
the court; that of a young mother who was charged 
with stealing baby gaR.nents. It transpired, according 
to the woman's story, that she had given birth to a 
child some days previous and had no garments with 
which to clothe the little one. She therefore, seeing 
large piles of such garments heaped up on the counter 
of a department store, yielded to the temptation of 
stealing and was caught in the act. The outcome of 
the trial was that the woman waa dismissed, providing 
that it could be proved that her story regarding the 
baby was true. The Police Court Officer oStnd to 
investigate the case. 

It now appeared that tlic woman was living upon 
the hospitality of another woman, and to find out the 
facts without bringing the disgrace of the first woman's 
action to the notice of her hostess waa. to say the very 
least, a difficult job. ffowever, the investigating 



Officer thought of a way out in which the Court could 
be satisfied and yet the fact of the theft and its ig- 
nominy kept secret. He called, therefore at the house 
and made enquiries concerning the baby recently bom 
and asking if registration of the child had been properly 
made, etc. Thus without disclosing the reason for his 
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vi&t on Calitarp 

Tiint; "Mother Machrek" 
O/i! I thln^ 0/ l/ie Jag, lefiat on Calaary's Tree 
My dear Lord gam Hii life for you and for me. 
I see Hin pierced bands. His fed. and His side, 
Ohjasl to thinlt, 'twas for me t/iilt He died! 

Chorus: 
OhI I lixe the dear Saviow Who died on Ihe tret. 
Whose heart ma kronen for you and for me. 
He gaoe His dear life thai we all may go free. 
Oh! I love Hlml I looe Him! Because He hoed me. 

What I think of the thorn crown they laid on His 

brom. 
It metis my heart till the tear-droos are shed. 
When He cried, "Forgloe Ihem, Oh! forgieel 
They know not that ty Me they Hoe." 

So now the price of redemption Is paid. 
On the dear Son of God our sins were laid. 
'"Tis finished, 'Tis finished," was His cry. 
As He bowed His sacred head to die. 

Bui He lines again and He Hoes In my heart. 
The sacrifice made was not In vain. 
I here gioe my life, and all that / haoe. 
To tell of His wonderful looe for all men. 

Mrs. A. Slous. Eateoan 



visit he diplomatically obtained the evidence which 
would satisfy the courts 

Here is another story which shows how The Araiy 
helps. A young girl was arrested for vagrancy — as a 
matter of fact, she waa openly soliciting. The Morality 
Department was not desirous of sending such a young 
pe™™ U> prison, and naked that she be handed over 
P Jv? ^''*"''" Army. The girl was impenitent, end 
lied like a young Sapphira to the magistrate, statins 
that her parents were dead, and she was obliged to 

f>ursue the life she waa just entering upon, to get e 
ivmg. She did not want to go with tiia Salvationists. 
However, she preferred going to the Home to going 
to pruon, and in this frame of mind she was handed 
Jo t™ Officer, who proceeded to escort the young 
Magdalene to our Home. On the way she was accosled 
by one of her companions in sin, and it was only by 
™ry determined action on the part of the Salvationist 
that she got her charge to the Home. 

But a few days in that Haven of rest for guilty souli 
worked wonders. The young girl got saved, and con- 
fessed to her untruths, and told how that her parents 
were livuig in a little town not far from Toronto: also 
that she desired to give up her wild iifo, and return to 
her parents, and conduct herself aa a dutiful daughter 
should. This she did. 

In tbU way, The Army serves the community noi 
Only by preventive, but by Rescue Work of both men 
arid women—many of whom, perhaps, were it not lor 
«ie timely aid of The Army, might have become con- 
hrmed m crime or in vice. 

Just One Day Apart 

"And the third day He rose o^ofn from Ike dead ' 
L"'' up your heads, ye sorrowing ones 

And be ye glad of heart. 
For Calvary and Easter Day — 
Earth's saddest day and gladdest day- 
Were just one day apart. 
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phy o? a Sister Comrade who imade a good start in Christian Warfare but yielded to 



temptation and drew back from God's call to service. — She iias obtained mercy of God and found a 
humbler sphere of work, but remorse ever follows her. 



Chapter 1— A Child Convert ■ 

THE early days of my life were spent in a district 
of London, down by the riverside — a district 
which, in places had none too good a reputation. 
My life was a busy one, even as a child. 1 was one of a 
family of thirteen, and there was always plenty to do. 
My mother certainly had a hard time of it— my father 
was very g<x>d-natured, but at times he used to drink 
and he would certainly go beyond the moderation 
mark, and although my mother did very occasionally 
[Irink.she would never let any of us children have any 
acquaintance with the Loalc of the beer. 

From my earliest childhood I, with my brothers and 
sisters, used to attend a Sunday School in the district, 
and one of the brightest memories of my life is that of 
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/ stepped right into the march 

my Sunday School teacher^ 'whose influence and zeal 
in the work of God had a great deal to do with my sub- 
sequent conversion. This took place when I was some- 
where about ten years of age, and long ago as it b, 
I still remember vividly the feelings that came over 
me aa I knelt by a form in the Chapel, one Sunday 
aftemoon4 and realized that the Lord would make me 
good. People do attempt to say that ehildren cannot 
understand the true meaning of conversion, but 1 
know that that afternoon God did a real and definite 
work in my heart. On my way home that day every- 
thing seemed to be different; the trees seemed more 
beautiful, the sky was a brighter blue, I knew I had 
experienced a change of heart. 

My next atep In the right direction was to join the 
Band of Hope, and I can truly say, that by the help of 
the Lord I have been enabled to keep unbroken the 
pledgee I made then, that I would never touch in- 
toxicating liquor. 

Chapter 11 — A Great Step Forward 
Some two or three years after the date of my con- 
verflion a wealthy lady came to live in our district. 
She and a friend of hers gave much of their time and 
money to alleviating some of the misery in the slums 
around, and when her friend died. Miss Barclay de- 
cided t<i build a Mission Hall to her memory. During 
this lady's visiting she came in touch with my mother, 
and after some persuasion, she decided that she would 
attend the little Mission. As a reault of this move on 
the part of my mother. I began in a few ye^re to do 
some definite work for the Lord, and now ieel that I 
was being prepared in a special manner for.^rmy ac- 
tivity. My converted sister and I used to visit amongst 
the very poorest of the people, and many are the times 
that I have left my sister to dietribute the tracts which 
we took with us. while I have helped a poor drunken 
man or woman to find the way to the miserable place 
they called homCf My parents were much incensed 
agamst me doing this work, and tried all sorts of ways 
to prevent me, but 1 realized that the Lord was want- 
ing me to do His business. 



This story from real life should he a 

Warning to young people not to disobey 

the voice of Jesus to " Leave all and 

follow Me." 






Up till this time 1 had never realized that there 

I, like a great many more, thoughc it impossible to live 
without «in. and it wj>h not untU. with my mother and 
father. 1 went to one ot the Founder's wonderful Meet- 
ings, for which we had had tickets given us, that I 
really thought about getting this cleansing for myself, 
oul wniic The General was sjjcaking I feu the Spiiit 
of God working within me, so. with a longing for the 
blessing of a Clean Heart, and a desire to see my father 
converted, I rose and went to the front. I was not 
disappointed. San ctifi cation meant a lot to me in 
chat day. and it still does. If 1 am not ul peace, and 
do not love all men I cannot have a cltia> chaanel be- 
tween God and myself. To me it rineans that [ must 
\x an Overcomer by the grace of God. 

Chapter III — ^Led to Join The Army 
From this time I had a great desire to belong to 
The Army, and whenever I was at a place where there 
were Salvationists I always went to the Meetings. 1 
used to think what happy people they were, and I 
felt I wanted the same freedom and happiness that 
they had — but it was certainly not because of the 
easiness of the life. Things were hard in those days. 
Those Salvationists were Soldiers in stern reality. 
Many are the meetings in which I have been where 
the sinners have thrown eggs and cabbage stumps onto 
the platform, and that wa3 one of the things which de- 
terred me from becoming out-and-out. I used to leave 
the Meetings thinking that it was decidedly no place 
for tne What cowards the Oevil can make of us if 
we give him a chance as 1 did; but after all, it was the 
hard Bghting that put the backbone into those Soldiers. 
However, the lime arrived when The Array came 
to our district. Big flaring posters — veritable splashes 
of rainbow coloring— were plastered all over the dis- 
trict^^"The Salvation Army is going to bombard this 
distrlet. and will open fire on Saturday night." 1 
thought that it was going a little too far, but neverthe- 
less I decided to go tc the Meeting. One Sunday 
morning, as the little group of Salvationists marched 
down our street, and 1 heard the strains of a visiting 
Band, 1 felt irresistibty drawn to them, and opened the 
door and stepped right into the March. Little did it 
matter to me that I was dressed in the height of fashion. 
All that had to go, but I did not care, i knew what 
Cod required of me, and was glad to give up every- 
thing that would have hindered. It was only a few 
weeks before I put on full uniform and was enrolled 
as a Soldier under the Blood and Fire Flag. Then it 
was that my fighting began. My ungodly father was 
against me, and he opposed me dreadfully. He did 
not object to us going to the Mission, but he told me 
that I would have to leave home if I persisted in be- 
longing to The Army It seemed to me that there 
was only the one course — I left home, naturally to my 
great sorrow. 

At first the wearing of the bonnet was a heavy 
trial to me. I used to go home from the Meetings 
feeling that anything would be better than being call«l 
the names that [jeople used when they saw me in the 
uniform. The devil tempted me, trying to persuade 
me that it was not necessary to wear my bonnet always, 
but how I do thank the L^rd that He gave me grace 
in this time of perplexity, and enabled me to stand true 
to my colors. God bless the uniform! It is sacred 
to me, and always has been. Today it Is as dear to me 
as ever, and there is nothing that ean take Its place. 
I have had persecution to endure. Many a time have 
I stood m an Open-Air Meeting covered with flour, 
which had been poured on me from an upstairs window. 
My experience is surely found in the words of the 
chorus which we used to sing In our marches: 

"The laugh, the jeer, the scoff, the sneer. 

The kick and blow you too may know. 

If you become a Soldier. 

But better far, to go right through the war. 

Than die a coward and to miss your way to Glory." 

Chapter IV — Missing an Opportunity 
The next definite step in my experience eame when 
I had the privilege of attending the marriage of the 
late Consul — Mrs. Booth-Tucker. During this im- 
pressive meeting the claims of India were brought to 



me more forcefully than ever before, and I felt a de* 
cided Call for Missionary work, which I answered. In 
applying for Officershlp. of course I had to have a 
Medical examination, and here it v/as that the Devil 
stepped in. Oh I young people, do not give up, as I 
did. at the first rebuff. Keep on trying every possible 
means. The Doctor told me he did not think it waS 
right for single people to go as Missionaries; that I 
should wait for a little while. After some hesitation 
I listened to the voice of the Devil in my heart, and 
thinking that after a year or so I might apply again, I 
let everything slide, and lost that great opportunity. 
it never came again* and today there is only regret 
when I look back at that wonderful chance which has 
gone for ever. I have never been able to get back to 
mat place where I was before I yielded to temptation; 
I have never had the same power in testimony. 1 love 
God and The Army, and our dear old FHag. but when 
I sing some of the songs 1 always feel remorse for the 
way in which I neglected to obey God's Call. 

Circumstances changed, and after a year or so of 
work in the Corps, I became married. My husband 
was a Bandsman, but after a little while we moved to 
another part of London, where he became Bandmaster. 
Tlien it was that things began to get hard for us. We 
had four children — three boy* and a girl — and al- 
though my husband worked hard we had a big struggle. 
After a while a comrade tried to persuade us to come to 
Canada. At first the prospect seemed terrible. When 
we thought of the great stretch of waters, the unknown 
country lying ahead, the leaving of all our friends, it 
seemed too big an undertaking, and we shrank from it; 
but in the end we made up our minds to venture, and 
as there was employment awaiting my husband in 
Quebec, it seemed as though we should be doing very 
well, but there was one drawback — there was no Army. 
OhI how we missed it I It seemed as though half our 
life had gone. But our travels did not stop at Quebec 
— after some little time there my husL>and got the 
"Western fever." so we came out to the prairies, to a 
little homestead, and it was at this time that I began 
to get out of touch with God. We were six miles from 
the nearest place of worship, and our only method of 
travel was by oxen; to relieve the monotony of our 
quiet, humdrum existence, I began accepting invita- 
tLons to parties, and joining in all the excitement that 
took place. All the time I knew I was not in the place 
where God wanted me. and my sad example led my 
children to cultivate a desire for dancing. 

Chapter V — Back to The Army Again 
The time came when we had to go into town so 
that the children might be able to attend school, and 
here I came in contact with a minister. The first 
words he spi9ke to us were to ask If we were saved, and 
at last my hardened soul felt condemnation, and I con.- 
fessed that I had been an out-and-out Salvationist. 
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THE years in Japan ore reckoned in cycles of twelve 
and are called by the names of the twelve signs of 
the Zodiac, which aie, in Japan, known as Rat, 
OXf Tiger^ Rabbit, Drajjon, Snake, Horse. Sheep. 
Monkey, Cock, Dog and Boar. You will often, there- 
fore, hear jjeople say they were born, say, in the year 
of the Horse, or the year of the Monkey, and so on, 
and the superstitious among them count certain years 
as particularly fortunate to be born in or start some 



By STAFF-CAPTAIN HERBERT CLIMPSON 




Disirihiilins "Mochi" in front of one of the 
reconstrudcd Ciladels in Tofiyo 

special undertaking in and vice versa, others specially 
unfortunate, 

' The full cycle of twelve years finished in 1923, 
which was, therefore, the year of the Boar, and as our 
readers will remember, September of that year saw 
Japan's proud capital laid in ruins and many of its 
citizens ushered suddenly into eternity through the 
dtBBStrous earthquake and fire following. 

The year of the Rat 0^24) came in 'neath the 
shadow of this dire calamity. The devastated portions 
of Tokyo and Yokohama (similarly tragic and forlorn 
to those of Northern France and Belgium) were rapidly 
becoming vast settlements of hastily constructed and 
comparatively flimsily materialled wooden shanty- 
like dwellings. Everywhere the tap of the hammer. 
the wasp-like hum of the saw, and the raucous clang- 
ing of corrugated and other iron sheets seemed to greet 
one. The usual delightfully artistic New Year Decoi-a- 
tions were conspicious by their absence — only a shadow 
of their beauty being thought more appropriate to the 
chastened and grief -stricken mood of so many thou- 
sands of homes. 

But the New Year progressed. Time does not 
stay its ever-onward rush to console stricken humanity. 
It heals their wounds as it flows, and so, from the ashes 
and anguish of stricken Tokyo and its surroundings, 
have sprung up products of man's hands which have 
Strikingly demonstrated to the world, their indomi- 
table spirit of conquest over circunn stances. 

The Salvation Army was not the least among the 
sufferers, but God helped our Leaders to forget their 
losses in ministering to the needs of others. Semi- 
permanent and temporary buildings have been erected, 
over 500,000 people have been relieved in various ways, 
and altogether the close ol 1924 saw The Army not 
only having an increase of about 150% in the re-built 
buildines as compared with those which had been de- 
stroyed, but a virile spirit of Salvationism existing in 
the centres worked from these which equals anything 
ever known, in our midst in this country. To God be 
the praise. 

A glance at the pictures accompanying will give an 
idea of some of these buildings, and there are plans in 
formation for the erection of others, as well as the re- 
placing with ferro-concrete permanent structures the 




Established m /895, the loork of The Salcaiwn 
Army in Japan, has throughout the years, mani- 
fested a steady progressivcncss, uihicb in recent 
years has been extraordinary. There are notv 104 
Corps and Societies and 370 Officers and employ- 
ees. Considerable developmenis in Social Sercice 
hace ta^n place. Homes for Friendless Women, 
Retreats for ex-prisoners. Hospifals for the sick, 
and a Sanatariuirt for Consumplives. are amongst 
much valued and Cod-honoring features of labor. 
The following article deals particularly with the 
efforts of The Army to help sufferers through 
earthquake and €res and Will be found of great 
interest. 



temporary Headquarters (with Citadel attached) and 
Hospital which are now doing us good service. 

Fires have always been comparatively frequent in 
Tokyo, and it will be readily understood that with so 
many wooden erections about, this tendency has not 
decreased at all. At certain seasons the wiping out of 
from 100 to 1,000 houses seems to be specially likely 
to happen, so much so that these times are referred to 
as those when "the Flowers of Tokyo" bloom. During 
1924, about 500 fires took place which demanded the 
attention of the fire brigades, 45 of which happened in 
December. At the large ones immediate steps were 
taken by The Salvation Army to provide temporary 
relief for the homeless, and our pictures give scenes at 
two or three of these. 

The Shiba Camp Fire was particularly one which 
called forth the sympathy of the people here. Some 
thousands of refugees from the great disaster had been 
congregated in an open space near the Shiba Detf^ched 
Place. The Army had worked with marked success a 
Day Nursery for the bairns, and also kept in direct 
touch with the adults. Mighty Salvation Meetings 
had been held in which large numbers of seekers were 
registered. 

On the day of the fire a hundred children were in 
our hut. The outbreak of the fire took place right 
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Distributing "Udon" after the Shiiaya fire. 
Mote the vendor's portable kitchen. 

opposite the building. The flames swept across the 
narrow rciacl, but, by a miracle did not swallow up our 
property, but caught the adjoining premises and from 
there the whole camp was reduced to ashes. 

Never shall we forget the scene when, while the 
ruins were smouldering, we found our large hut packed 
with poor people who had within about twelve months 
been twice deprived of their every possession and their 
homes. Throughout the burnt area Were notices that 
anyone in need might apply to The Salvation Army. 
Tents and ether supplies were rushed to the spot, and 
under the Social Secretary (Major Segawa) a splendid 
work was quickly in operation. 

The children attending the Day Nursery had been 
encouraged to deposit their pocket money in a kind of 
Savings Bank and at the time of the fire there was 
about YI.OOO (nominally $500) in hand. It will 
readily be imagined with what pride the little children 
took their parents the sums they had saved and thus 
helped In the hour of loss and anxiety. The relief of 
the parents, also, was great when they found their 
little ones had been safe and sound under the p^o^cc' 
tion of "the save the world Anriy." 

The Camp was not rebuilt and the people were 
scattered to variou3 parts of the City and its suburbs. 
They are atill being followed down and helped where 
necessary. 

Shortly after this another large fire took place m 
the poor quarter of Shitaya, which was also absolute^ 
wiped out in the 1923 holocaust. Once more The 



Army was quickly on the spot and everythmg pos iblc 
was done to comfort and help the refugees even tri the 
buymg up of the stock of a purveyor of Ldcn 
(a macaroni meal) and distributing it to the poor. 

At the Day Nursery at Honjo a steady and effec- 
tive work has progressed, and included in the special 
efforts were a trip to the country for the children and 
also one for the mothers. Our pictures show that all 
concerned had a most happy time. The conveyances 
are temporary Ford busses which made their appf.ar 
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The Social Secretary and some of the Cadets 
ready to keep the pots boiling. 

ance after the earthquake to afford relief in the trafTic 
problem which confronted the authorities. They were 
lent to The Army by the City authorities, and now they 
are gradually being replaced by new Ford busses with 
more imposing and suitable bodies. In addition to 
social activities from the Day nursery. e=>o^ salvation 
work has been accomplished, and to be present when 
the hall has been packed with people crowded together 
on the floor in the Japanese style, and to wateh their 
faces when catehing the points of Commissioner 
Eladie's thrusts of humor with which he presses home 
his message, or to notice their evident enjoyment of 
the music and song which the Army always carries to 
the people, is something which makes an indelible im- 
pression on one's mtnd, and this applies equally to 
other meetings in Japan. The people are most re- 
ceptive of the message, and particularly since the 
earthquake there has been an eager and sincere search 
for the truth of Christianity, and this truth in tum 
leads the seeker into the life, which is the main feature 
of the Gcspd. 

The usual "Christmas Pots" made their appearance, 
and the Cadets, in particular, did splendidly, practically 
Y7,000 being raised. This made it possible for large 
quantities of mochi (rice cake) and other h3ew Year 
things to be distributed to the poor at half cost, and 
this has been highly appreciated both by the happy 
recipients and by the public in general. 

The above are but little snapshots^ as it were, of 
actual work done, but it is gratifying to know that the 
year of the Rat closed with The Army consolidating 
its position after the immediate circumstances of the 
previous year's disaster, and rejoieing in marked evi- 
dences of the presence of the Lord in its midst. 

Now we have commenced the year of the Ox. The 
first month is finished and our Leaders' minds are al- 
ready filled with plans associated with the passing of 
1925. The Territorial Motto is "Arise and Build," 
and everyone, from the C^mmi&sioner to the Convert. 
is determined that, by the blessing of God. this year 
shall be the very best the Territory has ever &cen. 

Withal, we are near enough to last year to atlll feel 
in our hearts etn overwhelming sense of the Lord's 
goodness to The Army in Japan during the year of the 
Rat. 
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EASTER is, for me. always filled with 
thoughts of Jesus Christ's humiliation 
and death more than of His resurrec- 
tion and glory. The former seerns — in some 
way which I cannot quite explain — so much 
nearer to us than the latter, so much more of 
the earth in which we live and work, so much 
more in harmony with our fathomless needs. 
And yet this view of our Saviour's mighty 
battle is perhaps a one-sided view. For in 
very truth the sacrifice and death of His 
Cross would have failed if they had not been 
completed by the triumph and power of His 
resurrection from the dead and His victory 
over the grave. 

I say failed, because without the Resur- 
rection His work — so far as we can see — 
would have come to an end at the Cross, 
and the only hope for man was in a life that 
did not come to an end. What men need for 
their battle with selfishness and sin is more 
than a sacrifice: it is the power of an endless 
life — of an endless love. Thank God, that 
IS the power of His Resurrection, the power 
which Jesus Christ offers, nay, which — 
blessed be His Name! — He freely gives. 

« « 4 

Nevertheless, as Colonel Weerasooriya 
said just before he passed away to God from 
the little Indian cottage, "The Cross is the 
attraction," It was the Cross that revealed 
the love of Christ — for it was His love and 
not the nails that really bound Him to the 
tree. It was on Calvary He died in His 
murderers' stead. It is His death, and His 
death alone, that gives us our personal claim 
on His power and mercy and grace. 

* * * 

For the Cross of Jesus testifies of many 
things'. Wondrous as it was as a manifesta- 
tion of Divine love and power, it was, and is, 
even more wonderful in its revelation of 
human experience. The Son of God was 
also the Son of Man. The events of that 
first Good Friday are higher than the heavens 
in their mercy and grace, and yet they are 
quite near to the everyday want's of ordin- 
ary lives and common folk. 

It is almost foolish, as well as wrong, to 
treat the life of Salvation as though it was 
something separate from the life of toil and 
care and temptation which ordinary mortals 
are called to live. I heard of a Local Officer 
in one of our small Corps, who goes daily to 
the hard task by which he earns a bit of 
bread, singing always the same sweet song, 
"We' are going to work for Jesus — We are, 
we are, we are!" That is the spirit of the 
Cross in common things. Is it not so? Look 
for a moment at some of the lessons of our 
daily lives which the Cross of Christ de- 
clares. 

* ft * 

The Cross speal(s, first and foremost, oj a 
strtiffgle against sin. What a fight it was! 
With what long-drawn-out agony the Saviour 
struggled forward for us! How dark was 
thy hour, Gethsemane! How lonely He was 
treading the winepress alone, and of the 
people there was none with Him! How 
sorrowful I How hard pressed! But how 
faithful to the end! How careless of Himself I 
How mighty against sin — bearing the curse 
which should have come upon us and snatch- 
ing the prey from the ravenous beasts of 
Hell! Yes, it was a great fight — a glorious 
fight! 




"There they crucified Him and the malefactors, one on the 
right hand and the other on the fc//."— Luke 23 : 33. 

Does not that wonderful, single-handed 
fight for our deliverance against all the 
Armies of Evil call to us this Easter to join 
in the struggle also? To go into battle 
against our own selfishness? To hate the 
pleasantest of our evil habits, or evil think- 
ings, or evil desires? Does it not impel us 
to venture out to contend with the evils 
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Christ bctrayeJ, denied, rejected. 

Tried and beaten, — crucified: 
Moclied iy men: by God elected 

To redeem earth: So He diedl 
Then the earth Was wrapped in darl^ness, 

Rent became the Temple veil, 
The last chapter closed in hlacl^ness: 

The last note— a hopeless Wail. 

Three hours darknessi Time for think^ing 

Of the one they crucified. 
Of the cup He had been drinking 

Ere He bowed His head and died. 
And the thoughts — no pen could paint 
them. 

Nor the fear that filled Ike soul; 
They bad crucified the guiltless. 

He who'd made their sufferers whole. 

But in spite of man's Wrongdoing 

Jesus died — and lives io save 
Those who come, their wrong eschewing, 

To the Victor o'er the grave. 
Light has superseded dark,ness, 

Hope has triumphed o'er despair: 
And God's love o'er earth is shining, 

Mercy fills the courts of prayer. 
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around us? The pride — the fear- — the lust 
— the uncleanness — the worldliness — the ani- 
malism — the cruelty — the unbelief — the cold- 
ness of the people? 

And does not that fight on "dark Calvary" 
call to us to go up against sin with some- 
thing of the same desperate zeal and agony 
and love that were manifested there? Oh, it 
seems to me that Jesus rose up that morning 
saying, "Now, today, I must defeat sin; I 
must silence the accuser; I must open a way 
for pardon to march down to man. I must 
do it, vvlicther i go up oi* go dov,™ — I must do 
it, whether I live or die — I must do it!" 

# 4 * 
Have we done this? Has not our fight 
with evil, especially in our own lives, often 
been weak and tepid and half-hearted? 
Have we not been ready to excuse what 
ought to have been cut off and cast from us? 
Have we not been willing for everything but 
to make an end — which is the most im- 
portant of all? And have we not been fear- 
ful in dealing with sinners when, like our 
Master, we ought to have been filled with 
the thought of their danger and ready to lose 
ourselves that we might save them? Oh, 
may this Easter bring a new measure of 
that spirit from the Cross! 

« « « 

The Cross speaks of the claims of others. 
Christ did not die for Himself. While we 
were yet rebels He died for us. His love 
leaped over the barriers of neglect and cold- 
ness and poured itself out for us, at our very 
feet. 

Is not that a lesson for us? Does our 
knowledge of Salvation for ourselves make 
that the great rule of life? Caring for 
others. Watching for their good. Seeking 
them when they neglect us. Suffering for 
them when they despise us. Praying for 
those who would "away with us" if they 
could. Not merely in connection with great 
events, but day by day in the home, in the 
work-room and the mill, in the pit, in the 
small matters of kindness and patience and 
courtesy, and answering in meekness the re- 
proaches and complainings of some or the 
bitterness of others? 

« 4 « 

The Cross speaks of an uttermost Consecra- 
tion. We see in a moment that Jesus Christ 
kept nothing back that He could bring to 
His great sacrifice. He brought all His 
powers, with an exceeding great devotion, 
to the work of redeeming men by death, even 
the death of the Cross. There was no re- 
serve. 

Well, what of our consecration? Victory 
in following the Light will come for us, as it 
came for Him, by engaging every faculty, 
by consecrating every power to the honor 
and service of God. It is no use talking of 
the blessings of His Cross if we have missed 
this — the emptying of ourselves which is 
alike the greatest blessing and the greatest 
triumph of all. 

« « « 

My friend, my comrade, have you kept 
back from God or His cause anything you 
ought to have given Him? Are you trying 
to go after Him, taking up your cross, with- 
out bringing all to the work? That will spell 
not only inward unrest, disquiet and fear and 
guilt, but it will bring failure. Give Him an 
Easter offering of all you have and all you can, 
and go forth to do His will a consecrated 
soul for ever! 
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or How "Wicked Jim" 
Was Won for God 



YES, I always Icjok back with grati- who had been similarly left to such a fate. — an unexpected one. He also got me a On the appointed day I went one there 

tude to Cod for the experience J a veritable savage smidst all the glories table and an old lamp and chair, and I again, and this time held a Sii'.vmmn 

had once in a small village," said and wonders of a cuitured civilization, was fixed up as school mistress all right, meeting. I was inviting the pejple to 

the Adjutant's wife. "I learned there to These people were regarded as beyond re- 1 then went round the village and invited come forward and seek Christ, and had 



hold my Sunday School, and he said he 
could show^me just what 1 wanted. He 



believe in llie salvation of the ver>' vilest demption. and no one had any hope at all 

sinners and, as 1 was a very young Officer that they could become Christians. This 

of the time, it did a great deal towards makes my story all the more remarkable, 

shaping my future conduct towards the for God's Spirit took hold of this poor 

poor, degraded sinners one meets with In fellow and converted him into a godly 

life's journey, and inspired me to pray in man who became a credit to His saving 

faith for their conversion. grace and a faithful Soldier of The Salva- 

I was a Lieutenant at that time, and the tion Army, 

little village referred to was an outpost of How it ail came about was wonderful 

the Corps I was stationed at. It was j„d y^j ^j^ ,^ , ^^ed him if he knew 

about three miles from our town, and the „( p|^„ ;„ ,he village where I could 

Captain who was a rather delicate gir, Knld mv Snndav S^h~,l nnri h- ,,i^ h. 
did net fc3l'^^u« tc v^^km" **""^ nnj u.^!' 
and conducting the meeting. 1 was quite 
strong then and it was a pleasure to me to 
undertake such duties, and 20 1 said I 
would go there alone. 

The village had the reputation of being 
one of the worst places in the whole 
Province, It was on the sea coast, and 
was the resort of foreign sailors, who 
would drink, fight, gamble and fill the air 
with obscenity whenever they came 
ashore. The people who lived tliere all 
the time were not much better and were 
mostly a lot of idlers and scamps who 
lived dreadfully inunorai lives. Into this 
hell-hole then (for I cannot find a better 
word to describe it) I went 
one day, with the determina- 
tion to try and save some of 
the children at any rate, for 
I had not much hope for the 
others at that time. 1 had an 
idea that if I started a Sun- 
day School I could get some 
Bible truths implanted in the 
young people's minds, and 
then perhaps I might be able 
to lead them to the Saviour. 
My plans were certainly not 
very large ones, but God was 
leading me fill right and He 
opened up the way marvel- 
lously. On the outskirts of the 
village 1 met a most terrible 
looking man. His hair was 
uncombed, his face filthy with 
dirt, and his clothes 
ragged. He was the 
most forlorn looking 
wreteh I have ever 
seen, and 1 after- 
wards discovered 
that he was one of 
the lowest gang in 
the village. His 
heredity and en- 
vironment had both 




"Do you realty Want io be good? 



started to sing: 

"Oh, dying Lamb, Thy precious blood 
Shalt never lose its power," 
when the man who had helped me Bj 
the house up came out to the front and 
knelt at the chair. I must confes.s I v/at 
somewhat surprised, 1 never tiiought 
such an aivful character could ever Ik 
saved. Laying my hand on hie shoulder, 
I said to him: 

"Do you really want 
to be good?" 

Yes, ma-am." vvan 
his simple reply. f 
then knelt down by hia 
side and prayed for 
him. and told him tn 
press on and do rjglit 
Well, the nejit night 
he came to the Corpo, 
but he was so changed 
that I hardly knew he 
was the same man. Hb 
had washed his face, 
combed^ his hair and 
soaped it out stiff, and 
hia coat was pinned 
tightly about his neck 
instead of hanging 
loosely about him. All 
the time I was there 
Jim remained saved. 
The people said that 
when 1 went away, and 
my influence over him 
ceased, he would soon 
be back to his old ways 
again, but thank God 
they were mistaken, 

Two years later I 
met him in full Salva- 
tion Army uniform, 
his face serene with 
victory, beating the 
drum. 

"Are you getting on 
well, Jlm>" ! asked. 
For answer, he 
opened hia coat and showed me a well- 
wom guernsey. It was a silent testimony 
to his steadfastness. Soon eifter he 
married a good wife, and is now a happy 
and industrious workman. 

Wasn't it worth while going down to 
that den of corruption, to snatch this 
precious jewel from the mire of sin and 



combined to drag him down to the lowest then led me to an old deserted house, a the people to send their children to mv u "^ "1 '" ^^"V. '° ,''* Polished up? 1 

level, and he was a type of human being filthy old place it was. and said i could use school. A number of them Came and I ^ believed smce then, that 

who had grown mto manhood without that. He then helped me clean it up a bit. told them after the lesson to invite their """"y,"" "onrat heart beats beneath a 

any noble or high ideals having been set and fetched a number of planks to make parents to a meeting I would hold on th- f^?^ ^** ™,? coarse apiHUrance, and 

before him. a neglected child, of parents seats with, i had found a friend in need followine Mondav " "'^"'"l to believe m God s power to 

. , ° ' ■ save the most hopeless. 

Side-tracked by the Devil 

iCanlinueJ from page 7) 

but that I had not been living as near to God as I 

should have been doing. 

During the time we were in that town I attended the 

Church regularly, and my experience became brighter. 

It was not very long before we returned to our farm, 

and there 1 found that God had opened up a way of 

service for me. A school had been built near us, and 

Eifter a year or so we made arrangements for a minister 

to come every weekend, to conduct two services in the 

school-house, and after a little time I was privileged 

tobecome the Sunday School supierintendent. and. for 

this manifestation of God's favor I cannot thank Him 

enough. Two of my sons helped me in this venture. 
As the children were growing up it became neces- 
sary to sell our farm, and we moved into the town. 

1 knew the temptntions that would perhaps come to my 
boys now that they were mixing with other young 
people, and I prayed earnestly that the Lord would 
open a way whereby The Army might come to our 
town. Needless to say. I was overjoyed when at last 
a Corps was opened, and soul-saving work was begun. 
i have since that time, had the deep joy of seeing two 
of my sons and a daughter working in The Army of 
the Lord, but although that does in some measure 
make-up for my shortcomings in my early life, still 1 



feel remorse in my heart when I think what might have 
happened if I had not disobeyed the Voice of God. 
Young people, go forward, listen to God's promptings, 
take what He has in store for you, and you will be 
able to look back upon a life of usefulness, and not one 
of bitter heart-aches and disappointments. 

"ALIVE FOR EVERMORE" 
"1 am He thai licdh, anJ 100s dead; and, behold, I am 
alioefor eoermore." — Revelation i. 18. 

"Because I fine, ye shall lite also." — John Kiv. 19. 

"Some day." said Mr .Moody, "you will read in the 
papers that D. L. Moody is dead. Don't you Uslieve 
a word of it. At that moment I shall be more alive 
than_ I am now. That which is bora of the Spirit will 
live lor ever." 

sea 

The wife of Frederick Denison Maurice told him 
as he lay dying on Easter Sunday that it was the hour 
for service. "Ah I I shall never preach again on earth " 
he said. but. please God, I intend to go on preaching 
ui the worlds that are beyond." Many preacher 
fondly looks lor that privilege in the next life, as he 
sees his work drawing to a close here. Of course 
other worlds after a little, but this world first— that is 
the thought for the living. The able-bodied must 
not dream of the congregation above until they have 
done their best with the world-wide audience below. 



LOOK WELL TO YOUR COMMISSION 

"He hath anointed Me ... to preach the 
acceptable jwir of the Lord," read Jesus from the 
Book of the Prophet Isaiah in the synagogue at Nazar- 
eth, and added. Today is thb Scripture fulfilled m 
your ears. 

There needs another fragment of test to make ii 
clear what God took flesh upon Him to preach, and 
that tragment is. 'Now is the accepted time." 

Many Salvationists ai'e beset, sooner or later, by 
z^ous advocates of sectarian doctrines or Tc'.crrr.'. 
' K^''^^^*^ iiive uicui give up proclaiming Salvation 
to talk about taxes— total abstinence— the keeping of 
soinc particular day as Sabbath— the coming of our 
Lord at a near date — or even some anti-Scriptural idci 

But look well to your Commiasioii, comrade. TI,l 
Captain of our Salvation came, "to preach the Gosp.'! 
to the poor; ... to heal the broken-hearted. ,0 
preach deliverance to the captives, and recovering oi 
aigfit to the blind, to set at liberty them that oti 
bruised ;;-thesc are all included in that pteaait Salv:. 
tion of. the acceptable year of the Lord," and we at- 
not sent after Him to lift any other standard. 

And if we preach faithfully the great Salvatw. 
Ml"!. *""'- '=°"JP=i""S all our world to hear it. tlicr- 
will be no time for any outside issues, even if wc h.v. 
liberty to proclaim them. 
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*"T^HE n:iirch of tirr.s ch^n^es ^lationB and customfl- 
I Conquerors of countries introduce new laws and 
methods, which in many cases and in the course of 
time obliterate old practices and monuments of 
nationB. Civilization also brings about its own changes, 
aa it evolvsa in response to the ever increasing knowl- 
edge of man. 

New Order of Things 

It must, therefore, follow that much which belonged 
to the life and customs of the people in old Canaan is 
gradually changing, and a new order of things ia be- 
coming more apparent. For example, the ola method 
of burial by Hewing out holea in the rocks, where, after 
embalming their dead, th^y laid them on ehelves in 
these caves before sealing the entrance with a large 
atone. Investigators Eissure us that there le only to 
be found in the Holy Land one sample of the old 
rolling etone, which was placed in groove3> so that 
when friends of the dead wished to visit the tomb, the 
stone could be rolled away to peimit their entry. 
With these thoughts in our minds, we con well imagine 
the scene on the morning of the Resurrection and 
better understand the anxiety of the two Marys as 
they approached the grave. Tlieira was not a bogey 
fear. This was evident to me, when on one occasion 
1 eaw two swarthy Arabs attempt to remove a atone 
from the entrance of such a tomb. Every ounce of 
their strength was expended before their efforts suc- 
ceeded This sight gave me, for the first time — a keen 
appreciation and understanding of the women's 
aiuviouB thougliU u^ cjipred;^^ In the qucaticn, "^X'h? 
shall roll us away the stone?" 

A Virtuous Quality 

Anxious forethought is, without a doubt, a virtu- 
ous quality, which need not create fear, but be an in- 
centive to prepare for on objective. Can we not, 
therefore, fully justify the feelings which possessed the 
Marys, aa they walked those few miles from Bethany, 
laden with sweet spices for the anointing of their Lord 
that Easter morning? It is impossible to think that 
the details of their experience could be recorded in the 
Bible — but it would be interesting to know juat what 
plans they discussed for the ren^oval of the stone. We 
can readily think that something was devised for the 
consummation of their great purpose, for they pursued 
their journey in face of the great difficulty anticipated. 




A RoHlng'Slone outside a rock (omb. 

This drawing from an aciaa! photo, shows well on 
ths left ike targe roUinQ-stane in Us groove, ready to be 
rolled across the mouth of the tomb of Helena , Queen of 
(he AdiabenCt in (he "Tombs of the Kings," ftatf a mile 
north of Jerasatem, ll is belieoeJ to be the only rotllng- 
^one in its criiinal position in Palestine. 



"And behold, there Was a Qreat earthquake: for 
the angel of the Lord descended from heaven, ana 
came and raffed bacli the stone from the door and 
sat upon it." Matthew 28i 2. 






Colonel Knott in Eastern Costume 

Let us paus£ here, and while contemplating our Easter- 
tide and the fulfillment of our hopes for a glorious soul 
Resurrection, try and find out if there are any real or 
imaginary hindrances which are likely to try our faith, 
and cause some to give up the pursuit of their hopes, 
and the realization of an experience that culminates and 
expresses itself in the couplet: 

"In my soul an Easter morning, 
I am Christ's ond He is minel" 
All who truly love their crucified Lord will not con- 
sider it out of place at this time to bring gifts of the 
"sweet spices,*' of their adoration and affection — 
declaring anew their faith in His sacrificial death — 
then gather up the "spices," and prepare for the jour- 
ney. The questioning will then begin. How can I 
get to my Lord? Who will roll away the atone? What 
is the cause of these questionings? What is the nature 
of the etone? Is it a real one? Ycsl For when I wEint 
to get near to my Lord, a wretched unbelief tells me I 
cannot, or an indulgent habit, which my Lord is 
against, prevents the realization of the longing of my 
heart] The memory of that unpardoned sin — that 
unforgiven transgression, all raise insuperable barriers! 
1 have no strength to remove the stone, "Oh wretched 
man that I ami" 



Here is the place for desire to fructify by pursuing 
the quest (or Christ in spite of ucccpled difiicuUics. 
The women knew they couldn't remove the stone 
themselves. Nevertheless, they continued their jour- 
ney to the sepulchre. 

Faith and fears are close companions, but God is 
better than our fears, and never allows faith to go un- 
rewarded. There is a beautiful thought here that God 
is always just ahead of us all the time. He was on 
tliat Easter morning. 

Throne of an Angel 

"And behold, there was a great earthquake: for 
the angel of the Lord descended from heaven and came 
and roiled back the stone from the door, and sat upon 
it." Hence, when the women arrived, they found 
that the stone they thought would hinder, had ac- 
tiially become the throne of an angel, from which it 
had been appointed to declare the glorious Resurrec- 
tion. The angel declared: "Jesus of Nazareth which 
was crucilied, He is risen: He is not here." 

Can we not gather encouragement from these first 
Elaster experiences, by believing that "God is faithful. 
who wiii not suffer you Iv be tempted shsvs that 3'e 
are able; but will, with the temptation also make a 
way of escape, that ye may be able to bear it." 
Testin^r Our Faith and Love 

Again, there was no need for the "sweet spices" 
which the Marys had brought. And here I am re- 
minded that God does not always accept the very 
choicest of our ofierings at the time Hs even calls for 
them, but to test our fatth and try our real love for 
Him. In my early days of Officership. I received a 
call to Missionary Service, but home, friends, and love 
of country held me back. These things constituted 
the stone of hindrance that challenged my consecra- 
tion and faith, but the time came when I was willing 
to bring the spicea of a full surrender. 'Twas then I 
found that the Lord God had been working ahead of 
me — for the stone was clearly rolled away. Then, 
the strangest thing happened: the gift, while God ac- 
cepted it. He kept me waiting eighteen long years 
before putting it to the service 1 had surrendered it 
for, but it kept well, and when the call came, there was 
no questioning or holding back, for He had long since 
"rolled the stone away." 




The Garden Tomb 
This is a view from the Calvafy garden of the "new 
tomb." The drawing Was made from on actual photo. 
Calvary lies near the little hill fifly yards to the right. 
The small window gioes a ciew of the suf>po-'id tomb of 
Christ in the inner chamber, anil it is supposed that St. 
John loof^ed in here. The entrance has a groove in front 
but there is no rolling-stone. The tomb looks towards 
Jerusolem, and lies one hundred yards in front of the 
Damascus Gate. 



^'^^|/VCE on a palace wall a hand appeared, 
\^ To doom a ^/ng. and wr<^e» and dis- 
appeared: 
Grace lorried still within a brighter land: 
Ruled Law, majestic, stern. And on the sand 
Another Hand, nouf wrlieat and as it Wfiies 
A Magdalene pardon finds; for nights 
Nat qatekcrfads before the rising sun. 
Than sins benecih the Blood of God's dear Son. 
So Grace delights to touch the pallid cheek. 
And breathe the life, from Law we oainty seek, 
And as no greater looe on earth is seen. 
Than where the pains of iraoail first have been. 
The darkest cloud of Calvary reveals 
Such lave as deeper depth of hoe conceals. 
And while the world its wildest hate displays. 
Lo, for a Magdalene thousand ways. 
Life rayst whose gleaming paths untie above. 
Converge to bring her. laden with her looe. 
To where in death the Source of Love is laid. 
That sweeter e'en may grace liself be made: 



LaWj Grace and the 
Baiiiier 



"He appeared first ia Mary Magdalene, out of 
whom He cast seven devils." (Mark XP'I-9) 



And on a Magdalene's tear-stained face 
Shines first. Oh first, love's Resurrection grace. 

And still in regions wrapt in deepest nighl, 
Where rampant vices hold triumphant sway. 
And hidden evils strew the weary iMiay. 
Disdainful Hosts of Hell reveal their might. 
And captive hold in woeful wretched plight 
Sins victims led by varied last astray. 
Once children happy of ihe dawning day. 
And now bat siiipwreeked sport for fiends' dcltght. 
Crim laughter ctcaOes ihc sultry midnight air 



From brazen throats and mirthless wanton eyes 
Of demons heralding the grace's despair. 
As rise men's agonizing groans and sighs, 
Now reaping sins reward tn loathsome lair. 
Where Satan's hale the Sacred Law defies. 

Yet praise we Cod, Salvations glorious sound. 
Through Jesus' Blood, which paid the dreaded loii. 
And sanies iuday to dcsTisc the foulest soul, 
sail reaches wrecks on Satan's rocks aground. 
And brings to men by chains and fetters bound 
A freedom greater e'en ihan sin once stolct 
With balm lo make the brokfin-hcotlcd whole. 
Thai glory, honor, praisa io Cod rebound. 
And in thai glorious Day when Christ appears. 
To gather to Himself from all ihc world 
These Jewels, once in Satan's lowest Herst 
Love's Blood-dyed Banner, o'er them still unfurled. 
Shall sweetly bring lo mind> 'mid happy tears. 
The day when Satan's host to flight was hurled. 

Robert A. Fitz Auehcr. 




Thfa story is splendidly iHuairatice of the «>n- 
ditiona which some of our tVestern Officers have 
to face in the amallcr eommuniiies. It ahowa how 
persiatency, faith, courage and iooe conquered the 
moat stubborn oppositton, and turned the towns- 
people toward God. 

Awarded Firet PrJra in Thc War Cry Story 
CoDipetitioD 



Just one week before Easter on a Friday afternoon, 
when ahe was out selling the "War Cry" as usual. 
she came to a small house on the outskirts of thc town. 
It was the home of the four little children who were 
the only ones that came to The Army Hall. When she 
ripped on the door the man of the house Mr. Jones, 
c me to the door She asked him to buy a War 
Cry but he said m a sharp lone I m sorry but I 
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IN A small town in Western Canada was stationed a 
brightt smiling Army Jassie. who was very well 
liked by nearly everyone. But the people of the 
town were very hard and did not pay any heed to God's 
message which she so faithfully delivered to them from 
time to time. Night after night she stood on the street- 
corner, all alone with the dear old harp, singing and 
speaking of God's wonderful love towards sinners. 
When she would sing the old song, "Where is my 
wandering boy tonight?" the people would just pnss by 
and smile. But the tears would be trickling down her 
cheeks as she saw how many souls there were who 
needed Christ as their Saviour. When she had stood 
on the street for nearly an hour ahe would give every- 
one a hearty invitation to come to the little Hall where 
she would bold hei meeting. 

There she would sit with the door wide open, wait- 
ing for someone to enter, but only four little children 
would come to hear her. Then she would start singing, 
"Jesus loves me, this I know," and get the little ones 
to sing with her. She would try and get them in- 
terested by telling them how Jesus loved the little 
children, and then get them to kneel down and she 
would pray with them. When it was time for the 
little ones to go home the lassie would take each little 
child by the hand and bid them goodbye, asking them 
to bring their mothers and fathers next time they came. 
But at the next Meeting it was as usual — only the 
children came. The lassie would ask them^ "Why 
didn't your father and mother come with you today?'* 
and they would answer, "Mother said she didn't have 
time and father said he had no use for a Christian 
place." So it went on, week after week, and there 
Beemed to be no results for her efforts, but the Army 
lasaie did not get discouraged. She went right on with 
her duty every day, which she knew God had called 
her to do, selling the "War Cry" each week, visiting 
homes and giving a helping hand where it was needed. 
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The Army tassie lOal/ied ooer to the beds de 
u.here Mrs, Jones Was lying. 

can^t buy one today. My wife is sick in bed and I 
have no money to spare for "War Crys." 

"Your wife sick in bed?" repeated The Army lassie, 
as she looked at Mr- Jones, who had been drinking and 
did not seem able to stand very well. 

"Yes, my wife is sick and I am not very well my- 
self." said Mr. Jones, as he turned around, looking into 
the room. 

"Is there something I could do for your wife?" said 
The Army lassie. 

"Oh no, I can take care of her myself." said Mr. 



Jones, and started to walk away from the door, when 
the lassie satd, "Mr. Jones, would you mind if I cnitifl 
in and saw your wife for a few minutes." 

"Well, I don't know: I suppose you can come in and 
see her if you like. But you can't do her any good." 

The Army lassie walked into the house and over 
to the bedside where Mrs. Jones was lying. She felt 
that God had called her to try and do something for 
the sick woman. In the next room were the four little 
children playing, and when they heard who had ccme 
in, th^ came in to where the lassie was and threw 
their little arms around her. They loved her very 
much because she had been so good to them. Then 
the little ones said to her, 'Tell mamma the story of 
Jesus and how He loved little children." 

The lassie talked with Mrs. Jones for a few minutes 
and in the meantime Mr. Jones had Iain down nx\i^ 
fallen asleep. 

So the lassie started to clean the house and made 
something for Mrs. Jones to eat, and the sick woman 
felt that there was something good about the .\rmy 
lassie. It was God's love in her heart for the sick and 
the poor people. When she was about to go, Mr 
Jones got up. He was feeling a little better and smiled 
as he saw what the lassie had been doing. The lassie 
prayed with them and bade them all goodbye, and said 
she would call every day to try and do something for 
Mrs. Jones. The days passed, and on Good Friday 
the lassie called again and found Mrs. Jones out of 
bedt with a smiling face. She asked the lassie to pray 
with them and when she had done this Mr. Jones 
wanted to pay the lassie for work she had done in the 
house, but she would not take any pay. "I have done 
thia for God," she said. 

Mr. Jones smiled and said, "You have done it for 
my wife and me." 

But the lassie repieated God's own words from the 
Bible. "Inasmuch as ye have done it unto the least of 
these, ye have done it unto Me," The tears came to 
Mr. Jones' eyes and the lassie asked them to come to 
the Meeting on Elaster Sunday. They came with 
their children. It was the first time that there had 
been a grownup at the Meetingg. Mr. and Mrs 
Jones were gloriously saved, and now the bright, 
smiling Army lassie stands alone on the street corner 
no more. She gained the victory over the evil spirit 
of the town. The people are coming to the Meetings 
and souls are getting saved, alt for God's Love, through 
an Army lassie. 
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They worf^ hard but catch no salmon and are 
forced to spend Christmas Day on an uninhabited 
island uiith nothing but clams and coffee for 
dinner. Resohing to amend their ways they 
seefi Saleation at The Army Mercy Seat and are 
now honored Local Officers. 

Awarded Second frir? in The. War Cry Story 
CompctiTitin 



By CAPTAIN F. DORIN, Wrangell, Alaska 
Tlie sea was calm and they felt assured as they sailed 
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MARY ISLAND lies just twenty miles from 
Ketchikan on the Pacific Alaska Coast. And 
it all happened just over five years ago. Jim. 
Peter and George were partners and had just finished 
a successful fishing season. The King. Red, Cohoe and 
Chum Sainton they had caught made them each the 
possessor of between six and seven hundred dollars. 
This would have given them at least three squares r 
Jay for the whole winter, but as tt was, that sum didn't 
last long. 

Two months had hardly passed, when through 
drink, and what they at that time conetdered a good 
time, together with reckless spending, they found 
themselves without money. When their money was 
gone they found that their friends had also deserted 
them. Christmas day was now close at hand. Where 
to get funds to provide them a good time through the 
festive season was now their problem. The three got 
together and made up their rr.ind that they would get 
their boat ready and set out to catch fish and turn them 
into cosh. With provisions for a two day trip they set 
out on their quest just two days before Christmas. 




The eooli got busy and made clam soup and coffee. 
along thc rippling waters, that their venture would be e 



success. ^ To get a goodly number of the fin family 
was their immediate object. 

Mary Island was considered a good fishing ground, 
ao after starting their motor they steered a straight 
course for the place. They worked hard, but the first 
day passed and they caught no fish. The second day 
dawned and in spite of working hard again, their 
efforts brought in only one cod. This small fish 
between three men didn't last long. Now the^r found 
that their two day's provlaion hud conu; to an enii. 
What could they do^ To return, like the prodigal, 
ihey were ashamed. The only article of food on their 
little fishing craft was coffee. 

Fishing being a failure their only resource whs now 
to search for clams. At low tide they got busy and by 
strenuous digging they managed to gather up quite a 
number of clams. Christmas day dawned bright and 
fair, but as they began to contemplate their condition, 
the ^day's brightness only added to their dullness of 
spirit. The cook of their party sot busy and with 
the aid of what utensils they had. Clam a>up and Coffee 
was set before them. This was the only thing on their 
Christmas dinner menu. The name of their boat being 
"Buck" it_ too didn't offer any relief to their discon- 
solate feelings. Mary Island being uninhabited they 
felt their isolation from all decent society all the more 

They all felt that their trouble was the result of 
an unsatisfactory inward state. Jim being the oldesi 
of the party, now somewhat rcmonstruted -with his com- 
panions. They all thought seriously. And there, on 
Maty Island a resolve waa made to change their way of 
living. A diet of clam soup and cof^ could not be 
endured for long. A few days before the New Year 
{Continued on page 13) 
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GEORGES Davis and his wife sat on the verandah of 
their city home in the twilight, very happy with 
their first baby, ju&t oM enough to have win- 
some ways, and make the home cheery. Mrs. Davis 
looked still like a young girl, so gently had the years 
come and gone. 

"We mu^t find a place for him, because his mother 
baa been so good to me," said the young wife. 

A troubled look come into the husband's Face. To 
bring a boy to the great city with alt its temptations, a 
boy who was the only hope and joy of his mother, was a 
doubtful measure. A place might possibly bo found, 
because the rising youifg business man had many friends: 
but where should the lad live, and who would watch 
over his evenings, and be mother and sister to him in a 
Dtrange city? 

Who will make a home for him? 

"1 am willing, Mary, for your sake; but who will 
make a home for him>" 

"Oh! there are hundreds of nice boarding-^places. 
and he can come to see ub very oiLca. 

"perhaps we ought to take him with us, where 
Christian associations will be thrown about him," 

"But a home loses its comfort to have any out- 
side person come into it. He would be fond of the baby. 
and 1 should not mind the extra care much. My 
eistera come occasionally, and a young man needs the 
society of true, noble girls," said pretty Mrs. Davis, 
almost willing to have the boy come. "But." she 
added. **I could so rarely have you alone. George; and 
when could we plan together, or talk oyer the affairs 
of the day? We only have one life to live, and if we 
begin by taking somebody into our home, I'm afraid 
it will always be so." 

"But if the boy*goea wrong, it will kill his mother," 
said Mr. Davis, who loved the privacy of home life as 
fully as his wife. 

"Oh I he won't, and he must take his chances with 
the rest. He has had any amount of good advice," 



So Jim came to the city and a situation was found in 
a large wholesale dry'goods store, and a respectable 
boardtng-Kouse obt€un«l. 

Jim was a genial, frank, open-hearted boy of nearly 
ecventeen years, full of energy, hope, and love of a good 
time. Naturally reBned, with pleasant manners, a 
skilled musician for his years, with a face edmost as fair 
as a girl's, it was not strange that he won the hearts of 
his employers, and became a general favorite. 

Mrs. Davis invited him to tea. and he was fio play- 
ful with the baby, she half regretted that she had not 
taken him into her home. 

"How cheery it is over herel" said Jim, as he held 
the baby from picture to picture on the walis. It was 
so very different from the boarding-house. Nobody 
ficemn especially interested in him there, save a few 
young men, who insisted upon his going to the theatre, 
and Uien to a supper afterward. 

Jim takes his first drink 

"And you don't drink winel" said a handsome young 
man, who swore when not in the presence of ladies, and 
dnJaicd girls didn't amount to anything save to talk 
nonsense with, when a fellow hadn't anything else to 
do. "Should think you must have been brought up 
in the back-^woods." 

"I don't like the taste," said Jim. 

*'You'll newer have a chance to go with the best set 
if you don't dHnk. Can't get in at all. Besides, wine 
doesn't hurt anybody^ any more than coffee. You like 
a good time.-^on't you?" 

"But I can have as good a time without wine," said 
Jin:, remsmbering a mother away out in her prairie 
home who prayed for him. 

"Oh, nonsense! it doesn't hurt a fellow to have a 
jollification one night in the week. I've been the worse 
for drink, once in a while, and so have all the boys, and 
the girls like us quite as well, as far as that is con- 
cem«l. 'They don't object to a glass of wine or beer. 



A lonely lad, in a big' city, he fell 

before strong temptation — but 

Who Was To Blame ? 



This story slriJ^ingly illustrates the 
human interest which lies behind many 
of the cases coming under the notice of 
the Army's Prison Officers. It also 
shows that guilt lies at the door of those 
who should do good but do it not. 



any more than they do to a good cigar, and most every 
one will say she likes tha.t. No use in going through 
the world so straight-laced. You'll never see all sides 
of it unless you go round," 

And so Jim Brown drank with the rest: not much, 
for. as he said, he did not like the taste of it. 

# 4> 4 

The board ing'-house rooms grew no pleasanter, so 
he spent more evenings on the streets. He wished 
he knew some pleasant homes, at which he might feel 
at liberty to call. His emploj^rs invited hiin occas- 
ionally, and many ladies, who had daughters in their 
families, were very pleasant with him, but they never 
stopped to think that a homeless young man in a great 
city needed the companionship of true, pure girls. 
Tliey were busy with multitudinous affairs £Uid forgot 
the young men at their very doors Perhaps they 




Her whole frcing trembted as she folded tho young 
man la her breast 
could not spare the time to entertain young people, or 
to bring them together. But for what were their 
homes given to them? And why were the carpets so 
pretty, and the pictures so attractive, and the fire so 
cheery, if not to make a place for somebody just be- 
ginning the life which they had found so full of happy 
realization.^ They had said that home was woman's 
grandest sphere, and why had they not used it? Were 
their husbands and their children the all of life? And 
these same homes might have been the door of heaven 
to some souls, and they were not. 

Mrs. Davis's home was as pleasant as ever, but she 
was very busy with numerous duties, and really she 
got veiy little time to return the calls of her friends. 
It somehow never seemed to occur to her that the 
friends didn't need these calls, and somebody else did. 

Jiin read lesSj stayed in the little room in the respec- 
table boarding-house less, and went to church very 
little. Business was constant; he needed recreation. 



and SD he took it on Sundays. Mrs, Davis never asked 
him to spend Sundays with them, the day when per- 
haps above all others he needed home life, because she 
wanted her husband alone. 

Letters, fsnd and anxious, came from the earnest 
mother, and Jim wrote affectionately; but never told 
her that he went roaming on Sundays, or that he drank 
wine or beer, and that he cared less and less for the 
sweetness and purity of home life. He was just as 
genial as ever, had grown hfindsome, but the inno- 
cence of the bay had faded into the slightly apparent 
confidence of the man of the world. 



Mr. and Mrs. Davis sat by their evening fire, while 
two pretty children played about the floor. 

"I've heard sad news today. Mary," said the hus- 
band. "The firm where Jim is wrote me a note this 
morning, and Tve been there all this afternoon. The 
books are wrong. You know we believed in Jtm fully, 
and I never recommended a boy so highly in my life. 
He came of such good blood, and his home training had 
been so tender and elevating, l he whole thing win 
come out; and Mary, what is worse, Jim Is to be arrest- 
ed, and must go to prison.*' 

What if it had been her Harry? 

Mrs. Davis's heart sunk within her. What if it 
had been her little Harry who played by her side? 

"It will kill his mother, and she was so kind to mel" 
It was the old story, — need of money for increased 
expenses had caused false entries to be made. TTie dis- 
closure came to Jim as it comes to most offenders, like 
a lightning stroke. No man is ever ready to have his 
misdeeds see the light- 

What the cell of a prison is to a gently reared boy, 
some know, who. alas! have tried it. What remorse 
is. what agony retrospection brings as one traces the 
downward way, step by step, some others know. 

There came One day to the prison-cell, tenderly 
piloted by a Salvation Army Officer, whose work was 
to cheer and bless those in prison, a white-haired woman 
accompanied by Mrs. Davis. She seemed to have 
grown aged in a day. Her steps tottered, and her 
whole body trembled, as she folded the young man to 
her breast. 

"My darling boyl'* 

"Don't feel so, motherl" But his beautiful face was 
blanched, and his whole frame trembled with emotion. 

"How did it happen, my son? You have been my 
all, my only boyl" 

*'It never would have happened if I'd had a home. 
A boy gets crazed in a great city with nobody to care 
for soul or bod^. I got so lonesome, and the street 
became all the home I had." 

"And why not write me about it?" 

"I could not burden you. I meant to have been a 
man for your sake, for 1 do love you," and the young 
heart quite broke down. 

The long interview ended with tender forgiveness 
on the part of the mother, and cheering words from the 
repentant boy. 

"I'll begin again, mother, and begin right." But 
the letter that went from the prison-cell a few days 
after was opened by other hfinds back in the country 
home, for the mother had gone beyond. 

"Perhaps we might have saved him" 

Mrs. Davis held little Harry very close to her heart 
that night, after the sad news came, and the tears fell 
on his curly brown head, as she thought how cheerless 
was a dark prison-cell, with ns one near to speak a 
word, and her own fire bright, and her home beautiful. 
Suddenly she looked up to her husband: 

"I can't get Jim's words out of my mind, 'It never 
would have happened if I'd had a home,' and perhaps 
we might have saved him** 

And with the same troubled look he had just three 
years before, when they talked about Jim's coming, 
Mr. Davis said: "I was thinking of that very thing, 
Mary." 



Three Indians Go A-Fishing 

(Ccttdlnued from page 12) 
found them bound for their native town again. On 
landing in Ketchikan, they soon were told that a Salva- 
tion Army man was in town conducting Meetings at 
Joe Starr's house. To this they felt led to go, thinking 
here they might Bnd some encouragement* and be 
better able to keep their resolve. 
, * p « 

As the Mating went on, they were awakened from 
their slumber of ain. They were made to see that their 
only hope was a. deliverance from sin's binding power. 
When the invitation was given, the three followed each 
other to the Mercy Seat. There they cKperienced 



conversion. The peace and joy that came to their 
aouts there and then transformed their blackest dark- 
ness into a wondrous light. 

With joy they got up and testified to those present 
as to their new found deliverance, relating also, the 
experiences of the past few weeks. 

The language of their hearts now became: 
And can it be that I should gain^ 

An intere.1t in the Saviour's Blood? 
Died He for me who coused His pain? 

For mc who Him to death pursued? 
Amazing love 1 How can it be^ 

That Thou, my God, should'st die for me? 

Jim, Peter and George no longer feel ashamed for 



the way they now spend Christmas. They testifF 
that each new Christmas is better than the one before- 
Nor does the festive season pass without expressions 
of thanksgiving to God for what He has wrought in 
their lives. Life now for them is a means of glorifying 
God, and working for the Salvation of their fellows. 

Formerly they were miserable servants of sin. now 
they ore happy and victorious Salvationists. Jim is 
now the "Blood and Fire" Envoy of Ketchikan Corps, 
beloved of his comrades. Peter is Corps Secretary, 
(Peter C. John) while George (George K, Williams) is 
Bandmaster. 

And the dinner these comrades sat down to, last 
Christmas, with their Corps Officers, was a happy 
contrast to the clams and coffee of five years ago. 
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y^^UR atory takes us to a Scotch settlement in On- 
SS tario wheie l1i= j'tiriiii'-^ i= Ji-jl en the lar^c scale 
that It is in the West and farmeia who have sina]l 
holdings are atill known by the Scotch name — "croft- 
ers." 

The rain was falling steadily on the roof of the 
Barrieton Church, (or Kirk as it was called there.) the 
sodden branches of the trees at the side of the porch 
swept against the grey stone walls with a dreary swish 
that reached the care of the worshippers within cmd 
drew their eyes, whether they would or not, to the 
diamond paned windows through which no man could 
see because of the water that ran dc.vn the glass in 
hundreds of tiny rivulets. 

The Calm of Prosperity 

Henry Dick, the big prosperous farmer of Lundie 
Farm, listened to the incessant downpour with the 
philosophic calm of a man who knows ht must suffer. 
^'^t v.'hasc bDlar^cc in the harik a^t wilijalaiiu luuiiy u 
wet season and incidentally a crop failure. Tom 
Richardson thanked the Lord that he h&d gone ui for 
raising stock- Rain held few terrors for him because 
prices for cattle had never been higher. 

Two or three of the other smaller crofters tried to 
keep their anxiety out of their faces and concentrated 
on the service. Only Andrew Macintosh, the crofter 
from Dunrae. made no pretence of concealing his 
misery. He had wanted to keep away fjom Church 
altogether that day. to stay at home and brood over the 
destruction which the elements had v.'rcught on his 
few acres, but his wife had persuaded him to come with 
her. 

It would do him good she thought, though she dare 
not say so. She had contented herself with reminding 
him that they had never missed a Sabbath at the Kirk 
since they were mp-n-icd. 

The wet summer which had been so hard on many, 
had brought ruin to Andrew Macintosh. The poor, 
sterile bit of land from which he had wrested a scant 
existence for Fourteen years had nothing with which to 
repay him this fall. No touch of ripening had faUen 
on his scanty fields. The oats and barley had come up 
thinly and when nice and green and beginning to head 
out had heen laid flat by heavy rain and hail. Bit by 
bit he had relinquished all hope of betterment for them. 
Time and time again he had calculated hc-w little they 
could manage to scrape through on, and day by day 
had cut down that little, gradually pinning all his faith 
to a few acres of oats that bordered the little creek at 
the west end of his croft, and 'which had miraculously 
held their own against the weather and which he had 
prayed, day and night, might be spared to him. 

Three days before this rainy Sunday, after forty- 
eight hours incessant rain and sleet, the creek had over- 
Howcd its banks and every hour was rising higher than 
the oats and that field, like the others, was laid waste 
and Andrew Macintosh knew not which way to turn. 
The minister gave out the hymn and read out the 
first verse in his usual calm voice: 

"What our Father does is well. 
Blessed truth His children tell; 
Though He send for plenty want. 
Though the harvest store be scant. 
Yet we rest upon His love, 
Seeking better things above." 

Andrew 3 jaw set itself firmly; his Jips froze into a 
straight, hard line. He would not sing that hymn — 
no, he would not do it; he would not be a hypocrite. 
The Father had forgotten him and he would not stand 
up and sing that He had done well. 

He shut his worn hymn-book deliberately, and 
stared stolidly at the clock nn thn front of the gallery, 
BO that he might not meet his wife's eyes. 
He Would Not Sing 

The precentor (choir-leader), and the choir got to 
their feet and the congregation rose. His heart beat 
quicker in the consciousness that Maggie, his wife, was 
looking imploringly at him. but he tit stiM, and when 
Rab. Wm yuungest boy, slid along the seat and tugged 
his sleeve he shook otf the childish touch impatiently. 

All his life he had served God well and in return had 
only received poverty and hardship and now the home 
that he had struggled so hard to maintain must go; his 
wife and bairns would then know what destitution 
meant. No, he would not sing any words of praise. 

All through the sermon, bitter thoughts churned in 
his mind; he looked around at the other farmers, the 
schoolmaster, the doctor — it was easy for them to listen 
and believe. They had enough to tide th^m over many 
a wet BeasoHr and they didn't give a rap about anybody 
else. 

During the prayers he sat stiffly upright. He would 
never ogain bow his head in reverence, he told himself, 
he was done with religion. 



By BANDSMAN J R WFBSTER, Wmnipeg Citadel 

If Andrew expected an outburst of anger from his 
wife when they got outside the Kirk he was disap- 
pointed, for none came. She climbed the hilly road, 
never uttering a word, he followed with the three chil- 
dren, growing more uncomfortable at every step. At 
last he could bear the silence no longer and he himself 
broke it. 



"Mebbe ye'll no* ask me to gang there asen>" 

" " _ " " * ' : Kir 

"I've ha'en eneuch o" it.* 



jerking his head back in the direction of the Kirk. 



"Dinna Andy," Maggie's voice was sharp with 
pain, "dinna speak aboot it. TTie ruin that's facin' 
us ia bad eneuch, but ye've denied yer Maker — it's 
awfu." Her heart was too full for further speech. 
Her husband, however, went on in a dull, level tone, 
"ither fowk can get mercy, but there's nane fer me. 
Jatnie Tamson aye wanted us oot o' that wee hamc o 
oors, an* noo he'll manage it when I've naething tae 
ole him for rent He'll tp.k th*? roo. th- furnit-jr' an' 

the horses an " the strong man's voice broke and. 

leaving the balms and his wife he jumped the ditch and 
took a short cut through the fields to the house eo that 
his wife would not be a witness to his weakness. 

Meanwhile Maggie struggled bravely up the hill 
road seeing nothing through her tears. 
« • « 

"Would any of you folks be wanting to buy a horse?" 
*'A hor»e>"^ re-echoed several voices. "Where 

did ye get a horse to sell Gibson>** asked Tom Richard- 
son. **I hope ye hae not been horse lifting." 




Husband and Wife stood by the fence and Woiched the 

goad old man drioe away, bearing their Utile 

girl to comfort and plenty 

"No, no," Gibson, the old carpenter, shook his 
grizzled head. "If I was thinkin' aboot horse lifting 
it would be some of yours I'd be after. It's Andrew 
Macintosh's beast." 

Burst Out Laughing 

A meeting of the office-bearers of Barrieton Kirk 
was just over and the elders were standing abrnt the 
room, buttoning their couts. Two or three of them 
burst out laughing at Gibson's words, for they realized 
that Andrew's "beastie" was not in the class that Tom 
Richardson's horses were. 

"I'm sorry," uuid Richardson, "but I've no more 
room for any more thoroughbreds in my stables." 
This remark caused another outburst of laughter. 

"It's not a laughin' matter this time. Andrew has 
tae part wi' it because he haj naething else to sell and 1 
thought, rather than see him throw it awa' for next 
tae nothing on the market, that some of you fellows 
could make room fer it. Andrew's not a chap that'll 
take charity from anybody and ye all know he didn^t 
get a cent's worth of grain off his croft this year, bo 
there Q surely come ways o' helpin* him." 

^ "He'll be a lot better out o' that little place," Henry 
Dick said, "there's but a poor livin* at best down there." 

"That's mebbe true, Mr. Dick, but hajne is hame 
and its sweet to Andrew, be it big or little. He can't 
help clingin' to it. Supposin' you buy Dobbin frse 
Andrew yereel'." 



Henry Dick was reckoned a hard man, but after 
chinking a moment, suld. "Wcii, i daresay t could make 
use of the horse." His mind had quickly flown back 
to the time when he was filled with fear and anMety 
that his own farm might have to be given up "AU 
the same, rather than buy Dobbin, I'd sooner that 
Andrew kept him. However, I'll tak' a turn around 
and see Andrew tomorrow." 

« « o 

Next day Andrew Macintosh was standing ga7mg 
at his ruined crops when an automobile stopped on the 
road and Henry Dick walked down the path towards 
him. 

"That's not a very good sight Andrew." 

"It's past speaking aboot." Andrew's face ^revr 
harder as he looked at the prosperous farmer. "1 here's 
ae consolation/' he said bitterly, "my persecution nmun 
nearly be o'er for I have na much maer 1 can late " 

"Don't take it so hard Andy. We all have our upn 
and downs. I've had mine, and mebbe next year'U 
make up for thb one. I've come to aak a favor of you 
Andrew. You'll not be havin' much work for Dobbin 
these days?" 

"I've nane." 

"1 was thinkin* that. Well. I need an extra beast 
foif u while. I'd like lo hin; him/' 

"Hire himl" Andrew Maelntosh^s heart gave a 
leap. Dobbin's keep and two or three dollars a week 
besides. The first ray of light flashed through the 
clouds that had gathered round him. 
« « « 

As Henry Diek drove off Tom Richardson rode up 
to the gate. 

"Good day Andrew. You won't be a very busy 
man these days will you?'* 

"I'm anything but that, Maister Richardson " 

"So much the better for me. Can you comc back 
to my place and take over my reeve's job for a week or 
two. He has been down with rheumatics, poor fellow, 
and I want to get a dependable man to do hi& work 
till he's better. He's been a long time at my place and 
1 wouldn't think about getting anybody else for his 
job. I thought about doing it myself till he was better 
but I changed my mind, so if you'll come I'll be obliged 
to ye/' 

Putting Bread Into Hia Mouth 

Tom Richardson, the man he thought had cared 
for nobody, was putting bread into hia mouth Emd into 
the mouths of his baima, and even telling him he'd h 
obliged by him accepting it. 

"1 canna tell ye how thankfu^ I am Maister R ard- 
Bon, or hoo glad lil be tae come" Andrew's voice 
shook. "Tve been tiyin* tae get somethin' toe dae the 
last day or twa, but it has beat me/' 
f Hope rose high again in the crofter's cottar house 
that day. The prospect of earning something made 
another man of Andrew, emd Maggie had to steal into 
another room many times that day to sob out her thank' 
fulness and whisper a prayer that by kmdness her 
husband^s heart might be turned. 

If only the landlord could be persuaded to wait and 
take the rent bit by bit they would weather the storm 
yet. They would live on the plainest of fare — oatmeil, 
milk and potatoes — just enough to keep body and soul 
together, if only they could save their home. 

Then they looked at frail little Jean and at once 
their hearts failed them. What would do for them 
would never put strength into her. But that trouble 
also was taken away from them. Scarcely was the 
dinner cleared away than the schoolmaster's wife ap- 
peared. 

She had come to ask if Jean could stay with her for 
ik few weeks, she said, if they could spare her. Hi-r 
husband told her that he was missing his favorite- 
pupil, Jean, from school and Doctor Bailey said th,it 
she could attend school if she could be spared the lonw 
walk. 

"It will be such a treat for me to have her, and i 
will do everything in my power to make her well oiit 
strong," she said, stopping the husky thanks and 
hurrying away, lest woknanlike. she might betray who: 
was said at the Office-bearers' meeting at the Kirk 
"The Doctor has promised to bring her to our place 
when he passes here this afternoon/' And just at th< 
darkening of the October day Dr. Bailey came m. Hr 
bade Maggie get Jean ready and when he had got riH 
of her he bade the boys go outside and vfntch his horst 
Then he closed the kitdien door and turning, laid a 
hand on Andrew's shoulder. 

"There is distress all over this countryside, but n 
seems to me Andrew, that you have come off wor^t 
Don't take it ill, though I ask you about your rent 
You will not manage it, will you>" 

There was no answer, but the Doctor, watching 
keenly, saw the rugged *ace quiver. 

{ContinutJ on pa^ f5) 
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By CAPTAIN BERT WOOD, a Canadian Officer who is now laboring iu South Africa 



Part I — A Shattered Romance 

YOUNG Alf Lewis walked down the street with his 
head in a whirl and conflicting emotions raging 
in hia breast as he turned over and over in his 
mmd the events of the last few minutes — events which 
had given to him the greatest shock in his nineteen years 
of existence, for, to put it plainly, he had just passed 
through the painful experience of being "jilted." Now. 
as he wandered uncertainly down the snow-covered 
sidewalk, unseeing and unheeding of all that passed, 
wondering what he should do — bewilderment, pained 
surprise was uppermost in his mind: to think that the 
girl on whom he had lavished his love should throw him 
aside so easily. Why. he could have sworn she loved 
him (she had avowed so often enough) and yet, tonight, 
(he groaned at the memory of it) he had met her arxn- 
m-arm VfSth BSothp*- yming man. and. accosting her, 
had been met with the flimsy excuse, as she paused 
briefly for an explanation, that this was her sister's 
boy-friend who had brought her home because she was 
sick — a lying excuse, as Alf well knew. He recalled 
his sharp words of disbelief, his attempt to take her 
arm and accompany her the rest of the way home, her 
drawing away from him and hurrying off, and his blsmk 
astonishment as she left nim stunding there. 

Must Try to Do Somethins 

**What can 1 do," he muttered, "1 can't go home 
feeling like this. I must try and do something to clear 
things up.*' He stopped irresolute and turned, gazing 
back with furrowed brow towards the house where a 
moment before the two figures had disappeared, and 
then suddenly deciding to wait and see the fellow when 
he should come out, he took up his stand across the 
street and waited. 

In his condition of mind it seemed an interminable 
wait till the door swung open and the man's figure 
came down the steps. Alf crossed the street and fell 
into step beside him^ and, after a casual greeting, being 
careful not to betray his feelings, he began questioning 
this rival of his about the affair. His usurper was 
possessed of a very self-confident air, and did not seem 
to mind being spoken to about the girl, but hts story 
only too truly confirmed Alf's suspicions on the sub- 
ject. "1 met her on Main street" he said boastfully," 
and asked her if 1 could see her home. She told me 
jyst now you were her brother.*' "She's my girl!" 
burst out Alf, no longer able to suppress his feelings 
and feeling veiy disgusted at the girl's deceit. "She's 
mine now," rejoined his companion, at once adopting 
a belligerent manner, "and you'd better just keep off 
the grassT' They walked on in silence, Alf longing 
to assert hia rights, but feeling the uselessness of it as 
long as Ada (which was the girl's name) preferred this 
new fellow, so despair grew upon him. 

Crept Wearily Homeward 

At the comer they parted and young Lewis crept 
wearily homeward and, getting at last between the 
sheets, spent one of the most miserable nights he had 
ever experienced during which his mind was constantly 
and feverishly occupied with this unpleasEmt happening 
that had befallen him, and forming a hundred plans 
(which were at once discarded) for approaching his 
formed sweetheart and regaining her affections. Any 
sleep he had was fitful and light and he welcomed grate- 
fully the light of dawn even though he knew that It 
ushered in a day which would be a very drear one for 
him. 

Part n — Discovering the Things of True Worth 

The subject of the foregoing chapter was a very 
p[f>nHiir'^-]n-vinp- yoiinp man who knew nothing of true 
religion, and the "broken cisterns of the worlcf' offered 
no consolation to him at this period of his life. His 
courtahip' with Ada had been carried on chiefly at the 
theatre and ball-room, therefore the religion that wouid 
have comforted him at this time was found wanting. 



The Holy Spirit uses many and varied means oi' 
arousing man to a sense of his guilt and bringing him to 
the Saviour and would we be going too far by suggesting 
that this painful experience of our young hero's was a 
means employed by the Spirit to awaken him to spirit- 
ual things? Whether this is so or no, it is certain that 
the abrupt ending of Alf's cu^urtship was indirectly 
the means of his conversion. 

As he ( _ 'y expected, his misery did not easily abate, 
for hia love for the girl had been very deep, and so, 
shunning companionships and finding no pleasure in 
his former amusements, Alf wandered disconsolately 
about the streets, vainly trying to find peace. He had 
made many attempts to see his erstwhile sweetheart 
and try to regain her favor, but had always been dis- 
appointed, for she told him plainly she did not want 
him and was "going out with" the other "chap" steady. 
Young Lewis deeply felt lIic neeu of oonic spiritual 
help at this time, and. If he had been a true Christian. 




Found His Alleniian Fix&i on the Countenance 
of One of the Young Women Songsters 

would have doubtless been upheld by the comforting 
hand of God, but he, alas, knew too little of Him. 

One lovely Spring morning when the air was bracing, 
the snow quickly disappearing, the trees budding and 
when everyone should have been happy, the subject 
of this story, who was still far from happy, was strolling 
down the street when he noticed the people beginning 
to throng the sides of the road, and, hearing strains of 
music he realized it was The Salvation Army's annual 
Good Friday march. On came the rows of uniformed 
Bandsmen and Soldiers, and, as Alf watched them and 
listened to the lovely Easter music, he was far more 
impressed than he had ever been before by The Army. 

The realiaiatton'of the meaning of it all came upon 
him and he thought of that hrst Good Friday — tti ilie 
Crucifixion and the glorious Resurrection that followed, 
and he experienced strange stirrings within him. 
"These people seem happy," he reflected as he followed 
the march to the Hall, "they seem to have a definite 



ainr. in life. I'll ailcnd their Meetings and fmd out 
what it is." 

Soon he waa seated in the Hall, and, as the Meeting 
progressed, again he felt those strange feelings in his 
heart — the soul's awakening, it proved to be. for 
gradually our young friend came under the influence 
of the Spirit and saw himself in the true light for the 
first time in his life — a sinner in need of a Saviour: and 
a great longing came upon him to possess the experience 
that these Salvationists were ts^lking and singing about. 

Full of Spiritual Thoughts 

He left the Meeting with new ideas and a mind full 
of spiritual thoughts and Easter Sunday saw him again 
at the Hall, and, as on that first Easter Sabbath our 
Lord rose from the dead, so, before the day ended 
young Lewis had "risen with Christ into newness of 
life" — had clsirijcd pardon and peace Ht the mercy- 
tiirat and from that moment begEin to experience such 
peace and joy as never before. 

Our story might well finish at the happy conclusion 
of this Easter Sunday, but there was, to Alf, a very 
wonderful sequel. He could not quite reconcile him- 
self to the loss of his sweetheart, but now he saw some- 
thing which caused him to quickly dispel any lingering 
feelings of affection for the one who had proved herself 
so false — it was the sight of a face — the face of one of 
the Salvationists at the Corps to which Alf was now 
attached as a fighting Soldier. Gazing absently 
around the platform one evening, Alf found his atten- 
tion fixed on the countenance of one of the young 
women Songsters and immediately he thought what a 
lovely face it was. Perhaps Alf's new-found spiritual 
experience had opened his eyes to real beauty, for this 
face which had attracted him, although wonderfully 
sweet, was not of the blooming, showy type that the 
world terms pretty: it was more the mirror of a calm, 
serene soul — the outward Sign of a pure heart — the 
hall-mark of sterling Christian character, for May 
I larper, the one who had attracted our hero, was the 
happy, possessor of all these attributes we have just 
mentioned. 

Noted Her Zeal and Earnestneu 

Alf could hardly remove his gaze from the girl's 
face and, after the Meeting his thoughts were constant- 
ly on the owner of it. For weeks he watched her life 
and actions, noting her zeal and earnestness in con- 
nection with the Corps work, and her sensible behaviour 
at all times, and comparing her constantly with the 
girl with whom he had recently parted, and thanking 
God for bringing about that parting, for now he saw 
plainly her true character and realized that had he 
continued associating with her, his would have been a 
miserable lot. It was not long afterwards that Alf 
humbly approached this young Songster and requested 
the pleasure of making her acquaintance, and although 
at first he was discouraged, yet he persevered and 
finally won some recognition from her, which with the 
passing of the months, ripened into true friendship and 
courtship. 

« » « 

It is another ELaster and again the strains of Easter 
music fill the air as The Army march sweeps along^ but 
how different to last Easter, thinks young Lewis, as, 
in full uniform, he marches proudly along. With a 
grateful heart, as he remembers all the blessings that 
God had bestowed upon him, he turns and smiles at 
May as ^he, too, steps along a little behind, and nhe 
seems to realize the meaning of his smile. 

Still another Easter and our two young comrades 
are Officers, having offered themselves for service in 
The Army, and are now fighting side by side in the 
Lord's vineyard. Often they recall thuL Eabtcktide 
at which they were first acquainted, and always, to Alf, 
the thought of it spurs him onward to greater e^orts 
for His Lord and Master. 



The Testing of Andy Macintosh 

{Continued from page f4) 

"You can have it Andrew, and I know what your 
landlord is. He , " 

"If he wad only gi'e me time. Doctor. If ye wad 
only pit in a word for me." 

"I'll do better Andrew. I'll be your banker, and 
give you the moncy^ and you will repay me when you 
can. Tush, man, don't thank me. I would be a sorry 
specimen of a Christian if I hoarded my savings and 
saw you driven from home here, wouldn't I? That's 
what we're sent into the world for isn't it — to do kind- 
ness to one another?" 



Husband and wife stood by the fence, and watched 
the good old man drive through the gathering gloom, 
bearing their little girl away to comfort and plenty. 

Around them lay their sodden crops but the sorrow 
that these had brought them had disappeared as a 
mist. 

"Andrew," Maggie said softly, "we needed this 
trouble to show us the guidness o' the fowk near us." 

"An' the Father's mercy," he said reverently, 
taking off his cap. "I thocht naebody cared fer us 
Meg, an' He has juist opened mc een to my mistake. 
But He understands, an' I've already askit Him to 
forgi'e. We will gang in an' get the Buik an' read" 



How To Be Saved and Kept 

Firmly face the fact of your sin. It gets worse, 
and unless something happens to stop it, your soul 
will stand before your Maker at last with only foul 
horrors as its record. 

Cast yourself upon God's mercy; confess your 
wrongs against His laws; plead for pardon in the name 
of Jesus, who has said you shall ask what you will and it 
shall be given you; then rising in His power, trusting 
only to His prace, you shall prove that He will hear you 
as often as you call — a thousand limes a day if 
need be — in the presence of temptatton, giving you 
victory. 
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